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SYNOPSIS 


ActIl. Mrs. White's summer home in the Catskills. 
(The living room.) 


Act II. The garden near the garage. The next 
day. 


Act Ill. The living room. Day of the wedding. 
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DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS 


Dick: About twenty-six years. Tall and slender. 
Refined type of college man. Tux, evening 
dress, and flannels. Straight juvenile. Sings. 

Watty: About twenty-eight or thirty. English 
comedy heavy. Sing and dance. Riding suit, 
Tux, evening clothes, and flannels. 

Jor: Chauffeur. Stage manager. Comedy. 

Vivian: Pretty young blonde. Sing, dance. Re- 
fined, chic, gingery, not too large. 

WINNIE: Same type, but more of lead. Sing, dance. 
Larger than Vivian. May be dark. 

Mary AnN: Same, with touch of comedy. Maid 
character. 

Mrs. WHITE: About forty-five to fifty. The grand 
aa of today. Society climber. Must look 
well, 
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AC Tet 


Opening number, “Come On and Dance It,’ by the 
girls, with Mary ANN leading. 


Dick. (Enter and come down c. Mary going 
L.c. Heapplauds) Atta stuff. Rehearsing, eh? 
Mary and Girts. Yes. 


(Note: If girls are not used, Mary and Dick carry 
this scene alone. ) 


Dick. I understand the Princess will arrange the 
program when she arrives. 

Girts and Mary. Is shea real Princess? 

Dick. Well, her husband was related to the Czar 
of Russia. 

Girts. Husband? 

Dick. He was killed in the war, and the Bolshi- 
viki confiscated every darned thing they had. 

Girts. Oh, isn’t that awful! Wasn’t that dread- 
ful! (Etc.) 

Dick. And now the poor Princess has to make 
her living giving private theatricals—singing and 
dancing. 

Girts. Isn’t that too bad! 

Dicx. But she’s always supposed to be a distin- 
guished guest who entertains merely for the sake of 
art. 
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Mrs. Wuite. (Enter .u.) My word! Look at 
this room. (Girls divide. Mrs. WHITE comes down 
c.L. of Dick.) 

Dick. They were practicing for tomorrow eve- 
ning. 

Mrs. Waite. Oh, yes. The garden entertain- 
ment was a splendid idea of yours, Richard. It will 
be a delightful prelude to Winnie’s wedding and it 
gave me an opportunity to invite the Princess Mack- 
eroff. By the way, she will be here shortly. 

Dick. Then we'd better put the things back, 

irls. 
= Mary and Grrts. Oh, yes, of course. 


(The music plays four bars of “Come On and Dance 
It,’ and the girls exit amid laughter and chat- 
ter.) 


Mrs. WHITE. Where are Winnie and Sir Regi- 
nald? 

Dick. Winnie is in the garden, but I don’t think 
Sir Reginald is back from his ride. 

Mrs. WHITE. Winnie wouldn’t go with him? 

Dicx. Said she had a headache. 

Mrs. Wuite. I wish she would be a little kinder 
to the dear Baronet. 

Dick. You'll think he’s dear when you begin to 
pay his bills. 

Mrs. Wuite. Richard, you should be proud that 
your sister is to marry into one of the oldest fami- 
lies in England. 

JosrepH. (Enters u.u. At door) Beg pardon, 
ma’am, but the trunks with the costumes for the 
entertainment have arrived. 

Mrs. Waite. Oh, yes. The Princess wired that 
the gowns should be placed on hangers. You and 
Mary Ann attend to them at once, Joseph. 

JosepH. Yes, ma’am. (Bows and exits L.v.) 
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Mrs. Wuite. And when the flowers arrive, see 
that a nice bouquet is placed in her Highness’ bed- 
chamber. 

Mary. Yes, ma’am. (Mary ANN starts to cross 
r.c. Mrs. WHITE exit L.u.) 

Dicx. (Catching Mary, and bringing her back 
c.) Mary, will you—will you marry me? 

Mary. Sh! Dick, remember I’m a detective. 
(Cutely.) 

Dick. Well, you don’t have to act such a rube 
all the time. 

Mary. That’s in the game. I’ve got to be boob- 
ish or they won’t think I’m a maid. (Crosses to L.) 

Dick. Well, the next time I see that Englishman 
touching you under the chin, I’m going to punch 
him right in the nose. 

Mary. (Mischievously) Next time I'll be care- 
ful you don’t see him. 

Dick. (Drawing her to him) You tease! 

Winnie. (Putting her head in window L.c.) Boo! 
(Mary screams and starts to L.u.) 

Mary. Winnie! 

Dicx. Oh, it would be you! 

Winnie. You'd better be careful. (Laugh. 
Comes down c.) 

Mary. Oh, Winnie, I’m awfully sorry you have 
to marry Sir Reginald. 

Dicx. It’s all that Wally Warner’s fault. If 
the little stiff hadn’t gone galavanting off to Eu- 
rope (R.c.) 

Winnie. Mother would never let me marry him. 

Dick. Not if she could help it. But you really 
love Wally—— (WINNIE nods.) And if he were 
here you might elope or something—anything rather 
than have you marry that English donkey. 

Sir RecinaLp. (Outside) Haw, haw, haw. 

Dick. Listen to him bray. 
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Mary. Oh, where’s my duster. (Gets duster 
from desk and dusts.) 

Winnie. Dick, you’re awful. 

Sir REGINALD. (Outside L.u.) That’s ripping, 
you know—positively ripping. 

Mary. Something’s ripping. (To L.c.) 

Dick. I hope it’s nothing below the belt. 

Winnie. Oh, Dick. You’d better scoot, Mary. 
Mother’s coming. 

Mary. Gee, yes. (E-it L.1.) 

Sir Recrnatp. (Outside L.u.) Really, your 
sense of humor is extraordinary, Mrs. White. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enter L.v., followed by Sir REcr- 
NALD) You are such a flatterer, Sir Reginald. 


(Dick goes to extreme R. WINNIE makes wry face 
to Dick, showing disgust for Str REGINALD.) 


Sir REGINALD. (Come down L. Mrs. WHITE 
r.c.) You were extremely fortunate to secure the 
services of the Princess Mackeroff for your enter- 
tainment. 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, indeed. A friend in New 
York arranged it. (Sit on couch, Lv. of WINNIE, 
who also sits.) You never met the Princess either, 
have you, Sir Reginald? 

Str Recinatp. No, but I knew her husband. 
Of course I’ve read a lot about her in the papers. 
Extremely charming—divine figure—judging from 
her dancing poses. I must be sprucing up for the 
occasion. I trust your headache is entirely relieved, 
my dear. 

WINNIE. (Kises and goes c.) It’s quite all right 
now, thank you. 

Str Recrnatp. Do you know, my head never 
bothers me. 

Dicx. Isn’t that strange? 

Mrs. Wuite. Richard! 
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Str Recinarp. (Takes WINNIE’s hand) One 
day more and I’ll be the happiest man in the world. 
(Kissing her hand) The ancestral manor of the 
Lightfoots will have never received a lovelier bride. 
Ta, ta, my dear. See you later. (Exit L.v.) 

Mrs. WHITE. (Rises and crosses to her) The 
dear Baronet is so romantic. 

WINNIE. It’s a pose, Mother. He’s just looking 
for easy money. 

Mrs. Wuite. That proves how aristocratic he is. 

WInnleE. Just the same, he’s an awful bromide, 
and I don’t want to marry him. (Sits R. on settee.) 

Mrs. WuitTeE. I suppose you’d rather marry that 
penniless nobody, Wallace Warner. 

Winnie. (Wistfully) Of course. I love Wally. 

Mrs. WuitTe. Well, he doesn’t love you. You 
haven’t had even a scratch from him in six weeks. 

Winnie. (On the verge of tears) I know, and 
T can’t understand it. 

Dicx. Neither can I. 

Mrs. Wuite. He’s found another girl, of course. 
One of those shameless Parisian huzzies, most likely. 
Winnie. Wally isn’t like that. (Rises to R.c.) 

Dicx. No. 

Mrs. Waite. All men are like that. Thank 
Heaven, he’s in Europe. 

Winnie. If he were here, I’d never marry Sir 
Reginald. (With spirit.) 

Mrs. WHITE. Yes, you would, my dear. You 
promised your father that you’d marry only the man 
of whom I approved. 

WINNIE. You're always reminding me of that. 
(To Dick, bursting in tears) Oh, I’m so miserable! 

Dick. Aw, now, Mother, please! 

Mrs. Waite. Now, Richard, don’t interfere. 
I’m managing this. (Dick makes gesture.) Come, 
dear. The Princess will be here soon, and your 
nose needs powdering. Come. 
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Winnie. (Crosses to Lt.) Oh, dear! 

Mrs. Wuite. Go now! 

WINNIE. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! (Exits petu- 
lantlyL.1. Mrs. Waite exits, following. ) 

JosepH. (Enters t.u. Hurriedly) Mr. Richard— 

Dick. What is it, Jo? 

Joserpu. A gentleman to see you. Mr. Warner. 

Dick. Not Wally Warner? 

JosepH. Yes, sir. He says 

Dick. Why, we were just talking about him. 

Watty. (Outside L.u.) Don’t bother to announce 
me, Jo. (Enters L.vu.) 

Dicx. (Joyfully) Wally! 

Wa tity. Dick! (Rushes to Dick and seizes his 
hand. JosEPH drops down L.) You old son of a 
~ gun, how are you? 

Dicx. Fine as silk. Gee, but I’m glad to see your 
old moon again. 

Watty. Here, nix on the moon. 

Dick. How did you like Europe? 

Watiy. Great—it’s wet. (To JosEPpH) I’m ex- 
pecting a friend in a Stutzy roadster to drive up in 
a minute. Better be there when he rings. (Gives 
coin.) 

JOSEPH hy esiirg Warner. (Eads 1.1: ) 

Watty. Excuse the liberty, Dick, but he’d climb 
in a window. 

Dick. Who is it, anyway? 

Watty. Tom Lesgo, the fellow who took me to 
Europe. One of the heavy bankrolls. Million dol- 
lars and no brains. (Looks around nervously) 
Mater around? 

Dick. (Laughs) Yes, somewhere. 

WALLY. Strange. She must have lost her scent. 
IT suppose she'll throw me out, but I had to see Win- 
nie. Where is my little sweetheart ? 

Dick. She’s around somewhere, too. (Girls 
laugh off.) 
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Watty. :What's going on? 

Dicx. A party—some girl friends—of Winnie’s. 
(Moves to go up) She’s probably with them. 

WaLLy. (Stops him) Never mind. Don’t spoil 
their fun. Besides, I want you to meet Tom Lesgo 
first—world’s foremost nut and professional heart- 
breaker. Say, we had some sport on the boat com- 
ing over. 

Sir Recinatp. (Outside t.u.) Haw, haw, haw! 

Watty. Who let that in? 

Dick. That’s a new exhibit “A” of mother’s. 

Watty. Who is he? 

Dicx. An English nobleman who is stopping with 
us. 
Sir REGINALD. Tell Winnie I’ll be upstairs. 
Watty. What’s he got to do with Winnie? 

Dick. Oh, he’s taken quite a shine to Winnie. 
Watty. Is that so? (Savagely looking at door 
L.u.) He’d better lay off my girl or I'll spank his 
tweeds! 

Dick. What were you going to tell me about the 
boat? 

Watty. Oh, say! We had the time of our lives 
on the way over. 

Dic pr csr 

Watty. (Gleefully) You see, Lesgo has a great 
knack of dressing up as a girl. Gee, I wonder why 
he doesn’t show up. Hope he hasn’t got into any 
more trouble. Paid one fine already for speeding 
since we docked. (Going up t.u.) Wish I hadn’t 
walked away and left him flat like I did. Say, Dick, 
you know those two ten thousand dollar bonds of 
mine. The ones I told you the serial numbers were 
never registered ? 

Dicx. That’s right. I remember—your bank 
roll, without which you are busted flat. 

Watty. Yeah. Well, on our way down here I 
spotted the man who stole them. 
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Dicx. No! 

Watty. Absolutely. He dashed by us in a Rolls 
Royce. We gave chase, and oh, boy! Did we go! 
I slid down under the seat to keep my breath. When 
we caught sight of the car again it was just our 
luck to run into a policeman. 

Dicx. Run into a policeman. Did you hurt him? 

Watty. Lord knows. He was turning a double 
somersault through a hedge when last I saw him. 
Lesgo said he’d come in as soon as the smoke cleared 
away. (Looks out windowt.c. Noise of policeman 
and girls) Gee! Here he is now and on a dead run. 
(Calling under his breath) Tom, here! This way! 
(Goes out of L.c. window and enters R.c. window. 
Then sees that Tom is not following and exits L.c. 
window again. ) 

Voices. (Outside) You go that way and I’ll go 
this. He’ll not get out from this way. If he comes 
out this way I'll head him off. 

Dicx. Say, what’s the row? What’s coming off? 

Voices. Head him off! There he goes! Watch 
out, you! (Etc.) 


(Tom enters R.c. window and comes down c.) 


Watiy. (Enters L.c. window) Where'd he go? 

Dick. What’s the idea? 

Watty. It’s Tom Lesgo, Dick. (Comes down 
L.c. Voices heard again.) 

Tom. Say, hide me for a minute, until they get 
out of here, and I'll tell you all about it. (Makes 
signs with thumbs to temples) Won’t you help a 
brother in distress? 

Dicx. In there, both of you. (Pushes Tom and 
WALLY off R.L.) 

__ Mrs. Wuire. (Enters L.v., followed by Mary) 
What in the world is all this noise? 
Dick. What noise? I didn’t hear anything, 
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Votces. (Outside) Ill go around to the kitchen. 
I'll look in here. 

Mrs. Wuite. There it is again. 

Mary. (Coming down from L.c. window) There’s 
a policeman climbing over the balcony. 

Mrs. Wuite. There is? 

PoticeMAN McC oskvy. (Enters through window, 
pushing Mrs. WHITE aside and coming down c.) 
Did he come in here? 

Mrs. Wuite. Who? 

McCtosxy. A murderer. 

Mary and Mrs. Wuite. A murderer! 

McCrosxy. Guy ina white suit. Run down four 
men and a policeman. Have you seen him? 

Mary. Who, the policeman? 

McCtosxy. Naw, the guy in the white suit. 

Mary. I haven’t seen him. 

Mrs. Wuite. White suits are not the style for 
evening wear in this climate. 

McCtosxy. I ain't talking about pi-jamies. Just 
sweater and pants. I thought he came this way. 
(Starts to R.) 

Mrs. WHITE. (Stops him) Don’t you go in there 
with those dirty boots. That’s her boudoir. 

McCtiosxy. Who’s her and what’s a boudoir? 

Mrs. WuitE. The Princess Mackeroff. You 
can’t track up her room. 

McCiosxy. Well, I guess (Starts Rr.) 

Dick. No, you can’t. You couldn’t arrest any- 
body here anyway, without a warrant. 

McCtosxy. Is that so? 

Mary. Yes, that’s so, McClosky. 

McCtosky. (Going to..u.) All right. Tl go 
and get a warrant. He can’t get away. I’ve got 
the house surrounded. And I'll be back to search 
that room—(Turns to Mary ANN, who is following 
him )—with a warrant! (Exits L.u. Mary down t.) 
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Mrs. Wuite. Mary Ann, get the broom and 
duster. (To L.v.) 

Mary. (Following her around to up L.) I should 
say so. 

Mrs. Wuirte. I never heard of such impudence. 
(Exits £.U.) 

Mary. Me neither. (Makes eye at Dick and 
exits L.U.) 

Dick. (To rR.1) Come back, boys. They’re 
gone. 

Watiy. (Enters x1, Tom following) Gee, that 
was close! Did you hear what he said? You killed 
a policeman. 

Tom. Well, what do you know about that? First 
one today. 

Watiy. Mr. White—Mr. Lesgo. 

Dick. (Extends hand) Mr. Lesgo. 

Tom. Delighted. At least I'll be if you call me 
Tom. (Shakes hands.) 

Dickiesure: #Call me* Dick: 


(Girls laugh off.) 


Tom. Do my ears deceive me? 

Dicx. No, some girls, schoolmates of my sister’s. 

Tom. (Staris up R.c.) Oh, excuse me. 

Wa tty. (Up after him and brings him back c. 
Dick crosses Lt.) Here! Here! 

Tom. The call of the wild, Wally. 

Watty. Never mind. (Push him c.) They’re 
having a party. Say, how did you get away from 
those guys? 

Tom. While the crowd was getting next to my 
roadster, I beat it. 

Watiy=Leit yourcarr 

Tom. Gee, I wasn’t going to risk getting locked 
up. I gota big party on tonight. 

Watty. I’m sorry. 
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Tom. I’m not. If there’s one thing I’d like to do, 
it is to get track of your bonds. 

_ Watty. Well, at least we know the thief’s in 
this neighborhood. Say, Tom. I was just telling 
Dick what you pulled on the boat. 

Tom. Forget it. Forget it. 

Dicx. You didn’t tell me, Wally. You just 
started. 

Watty. Oh! 

Tom. Let it rest in peace! 

WaALLy. Oh, it’s too good to keep. (Indicating 
Tom) This bird dressed up as a girl and vamped 
two bald-headed millionaires. 

Dick. Aw, go on. 

Watty. Honest. One of them slipped him all his 
wife’s jewelry. 

Tom. (Laughs) The other proposed to me. 

Dick. Say, are you fellows kidding me? 

Watty. No, on the level. We'd have had a cir- 
cus all the way over if this piece of cheese hadn’t 
queered it by posing as a deserted former wife of a 
newly-wed on board. The bride nearly committed 
suicide. 

Tom. And I stayed down with the wops the rest 
of the trip. (Raises right hand) Never again. 

Dick. You mean to say they didn’t know he was 
aman? 

Watty. Nota soul. You should have seen him. 
I nearly kissed him myself. 

Tom. (Making pass at him) Cut it! 

JosepH. (Enters L.1) Telephone, Mr. Richard. 

Dick. For me? 

Joseru. For any of the family. (Exit 1.1.) 

Dick. (Laughs) I guess ’m one. Excuse me 
a moment. (Evils L.1.) 


(Girls laugh.) 


20 SOME GIRL ACTI 


Tom. (Going up R.) Listen to that! There 
must be a flock of them. 

Watty. (Bringing him back) No you don’t! 

Tom. Now see here, Wally. Lets both go out 
and give the little darlings a treat. 

Watiy. You’ve got a lot of nerve to want to 
butt in on their party. 

Tom. But they’ll enjoy my company. Girls al- 
ways do. Say, get your friend to slip us an invite 
to stick around for a while. My party’s a late one.. 

Watty. Not a chance. When his mother finds 
out I’m here, I’ll be as welcome as a hee-bee jee-bee. 

Dick. (Enters L.1) Whew! There'll be a riot 
when mother hears this. 

Watry. Bad news? 

Dick. We're to have an al fresco here tomorrow 
evening, and the star has just phoned that she’s in- 
disposed and can’t come. 

Watity. Whew! That’s tough. 

Tom. Who’s the star? 

Dick. The Princess Mackeroff. 

Tom. What? 

Watty. The Princess Mackeroff. 

Dick. Know who she is? 

Tom. I guess yes. 

Wattry. Sure. An American girl—used to be in 
the Follies. Married a Russian Prince. 

Tom. We met her in Paris when we first went 
over. She was entertaining at the Argentine Lega- 
tion. 

Dick. None of us has ever met her. 

Tom. Some little queen, boy, some little queen. 
(Pulling down Dicx’s vest.) 

Watty. This Bozo hounded her to death over 
there. 

Tom. And I’d have landed her if she hadn’t 
hiked off here to the States. 
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Watty. And a team of horses couldn’t have held 
him there a moment longer. 

Tom. Did she say she was indisposed? 

Dicx. Yes. (Tom laughs.) Why? 

Tom. She’s a tempermental kid. 

Watty. Ninety-nine per cent temper and one per 
cent mental. 

Tom. Don’t you believe it. That kid’s there with 
the noodle. And I happen to know why she’s not 
coming. 

Dick and Watty. Why? 

Tom. Because it’s my party she’s attending to- 
night. (Girls laugh.) I’ve got to see what’s doing. 
Hoity toity! (Starts r.v.) 

Watty. (Bringing him back) Be-have! 

Tom. I won’t butt in. Won’t even let them see 
me. (To Dicx) Some place I can hide out there? 

Dicx. (Laughing) Plenty of trees and bushes. 

Tom. Me for the bushes. (Crosses up R. under 
WALLY’s arm, leaving Watty c.) Just want to give 
them the once over. (Exit R.v.) 

Watty. Can you beat that for nerve? 

Dick. (Crosses to rR.) He’s a fast worker. 

Watty. But the best old scout in the world. 

Mary. (Enters L.1) Why—Wally Warner! 

Watty. Salutations, Mary Alden. 

Mary. Sh! (Crosses to c.) You mustn’t call 
me Mary Alden. I’m Mary Ann, Mr. Wally! 
(Bobs.) 

Watty. What, are you a full-fledged detective 
now? 

Mary. Indeed I am. 

Dick. Posing as a sap maid. But she forgets 
her part occasionally. 

Mary. Is that so? 

Watty. Who are you shadowing now? 

Mary. That would be telling. When did you get 
back ? 
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Watty. Noon—Mauritania. Kiss Papa, sweet 
kid. (Starts to take her when Dicx takes her away 
and WALLY hugs empty air L.) 

Dick. Hey, you little porpoise! (Turns Mary 
to his R.) 

Mary. Now don’t be silly, Dick. Oh, I’m so 
glad you’re here. Isn’t it terrible about Winnie? 

Watiy. What’s wrong with Winnie? 

Mary. Didn’t you tell him, Dick? 

Dicx. I didn’t have the nerve. 

Watiy. What is it, anyway? 

Mary. Winnie’s going to be married. 

Watty. Married! 

Dick. Day after tomorrow. 

Watty. Who to? 

Mary. Sir Reginald Lightfoot. 

Dick. That goof you heard haw-hawing awhile 
ago. 

Watty. Exhibit “A”? 

Dicx. Huh-huh—Harold Huckleberry. 

Watty. Oh, send for the ambulance when you 
hear the thud. (Starts up L.) 

Dick. (Catching him and bringing him down) 
Hold on. Mother’s mostly to blame. Social aspira- 
tions. She’s making Winnie marry him. 

Mary. What made you stop writing to Winnie, 
Wally? 

WaLLy. I wrote nearly every day. Her letters 
missed me because we were traveling so fast. 

Dick. Why, she hasn’t heard from you for six 
weeks. 

Watty. Say, that’s the bunk. You're kidding. 

Mary. No, really. Oh, I bet I know. Mrs. 
White has been intercepting your letters. 

Dick. I'll bet that’s it. 

Watty. Of course. I’d tell her something if she 
weren’t your mother. 

Dicx. I’m sorry, but there’s no use crying over 
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spilled milk. You’re here and now we’ve got to 
think of what’s to be done. (They get close together. 
Dick has arm about their shoulders.) 

Watiy. What can we do? You know Winnie 
promised your father 

Dick. Yes, but the situation is desperate. You 
might kidnap her, Wally. 

Watty. No, that won’t do. 

Mary. If we could only think of some way to 
turn Mrs. White against Sir Reginald. 

Watty. Can’t you get him to compromise him- 
self some way? 

Dick. Well, he’s just crazy about girls. 

Watty. That’s it. You get him to make love to 
you, Mary. 

Dicx. (Pushes him i.) Here, where do you get 
that noise! (Puts his arms about Mary.) 

Dicx. Perhaps one of the other girls. 

Mary. There isn’t one we could trust. 

Watty. I’ve got it. The Princess Mackeroff. 

Mary. The Princess! 

Watty. Dick said you were expecting her. 

Dicx. Why, she (WALLY steps on Dicx’s 
foot. Crossing c. Dick hops over tL.) Ow! 

Mary. But the Princess wouldn’t 

Watty. (Takes Mary about the waist and swings 
her up to R.c., WALLY staying c.) You leave it to 
me. From what I know about her, she’s a good 
scout. (Girls laugh outside.) Holy smoke! Keep 
them out there a little longer, Mary. 

Mary. But 

Watty. Just till Dick and I have a chance to 
frame something. 

Mary. All right. And remember, nto one knows 
me here as anything but Mary Ann. 

Watty. Winnie know? 

Mary. Yes, Winnie and Dick. Don’t you give 
me away. 
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Watiy. I won’t. (Girls laugh.) Fade! Fade! 
(Mary scampers off R.U.) 

Dick. Say, what’s this banana oil about the Prin- 
cess? I told you she wasn’t coming. 

Watiy. (Down c.) We've got a little Princess 
right here. 

Dick. Who? 

Watty. Tom Lesgo, We'll get Tom to dress 
up and pass himself off as Her Highness. 

Dick. He couldn’t get away with a stunt like 
that. 

Wa tty. Couldn’t he? If we can get him to do 
it, you'll be chasing him yourself. 

Dick. But why pick on the Princess? Couldn’t 
he be just a girl? 

Watiy. What would just a girl be doing here, 
dumbbell? Your mother is expecting the Princess, 
and the fact that the Princess used to be an actress 
will be tempting bait for his British nibs. 

Dick. That’s so. 

Watiy. Could you hook some of Winnie’s 
clothes? 

pee I guess so. By George! (Crosses to 
RI 

Wattry. What? 

Dick. The Princess’ wardrobe trunks are here. 
(Looking off x.1.) They’re open and the clothes 
are all laid out. (Comes back c.) Can you beat 
that for luck? 

Watty. It’s Providence, kid. The gods are with 
us. (Takes Dicx’s hands and dances around c.) 
ge hail! The gang’s all here! (Dick chiming 
in. 

Tom. (Enters r.u. window and comes down c.) 
Say, is that the best you can do when you’ve got a 
seminary out here? 

Watty. Did any of them see you? 

Tom. No, I watched the little darlings from a 
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safe retreat. (Starts out r.u.) Say, that red- 
headed one 
_ WaALLy. (Bringing him back) Never mind the 
red-headed one. Listen, Tommy. There’s an Eng- 
lish dodo here and he’s scheduled to marry Dick’s 
sister day after tomorrow. 

Tom. Your sweetheart? 

Watty. Yes, Winnie! 

Dicx. He’s a baronet, and mother’s got an awful 
crush on him. 

Watty. We've got to get rid of him, Tom. 

Tom. Where’ll we bury the body? 

Watty. No, we've got to make him disgrace 
himself so that Mrs. White will give him the razz. 

Tom. Well, I'll buy the booze. 

Dick. We want you to dress up as a girl and 
compromise him. 

Tom. What? Play another frail? Not a chance. 

Wat ty. It would be a cinch, Tom. He’s a skirt 
hound. 

Tom. (Thumbs to temples) Ah, one of the 
clan! 

Watiy. (Slapping Tom on shoulder) You'll do 
it, won’t you, old sport? 

Tom. No, Wally. What happened on the boat 
cured me. Besides, my date with Vi tonight is too 
important. 

Watty. You could get through with the whole 
thing in an hour. 

Dick. There’s a train into the city at nine- 
twenty. 

Watty. (Desperately) You've got to do it. If 
we don’t eliminate this dough-hunter, I lose Winnie. 

Dick. Wally thinks you could pass yourself off 
as the Princess Mackeroff. 

Tom. The Princess. That’s cute. 

Watty. Sure you could. No one here has ever 
seen her. 
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Tom. Not on your life. I’m not going to dis- 
grace the Princess. 

Watty. We can spill the joke when it’s all over. 
Come on, old pal. You'll save my life and have a 
lot of fun in the bargain. (Gurls laugh.) 

Tom. Are those sweet babies going to stay? 

Dick. Week-ending. Here till Monday. 

Tom. Don’t tempt me! Don’t tempt me! 

Watiy. The Princess sent her trunks ahead and 
her things are all laid out. 

Tom. (Crosses to r.1 and looks) Oh, boy! Look 
at those gowns. What I could do in one of those! 

Watty. You'll have the Englishman eating bird- 
seed out of your hand. 

Tom. He’s English? 

Watty. Yeah! 

Tom. He’s outta luck! 

Watty. You'll do it? 

Tom. Ill do anything to an Englishman. 

Watty. Atta boy. (Takes Tom’s hand and 
turns him to c.) 

Dicx. I knew you'd stick. 


(Spot for number. “Boo La Boo.’ Tom, Dick 
and Watty. They enter after number.) 


Tom. But [ll tell right now you'll be sorry you 
got me into this. 

Watry. No, we won’t. 

Dicx. Not if you save my sister from that goof. 

Tom. How’ll we work it? 

Dicx. When you’re ready you can sneak out the 
back way and come in through the garden. 

Tom. But remember I leave here at nine. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Outside t.u.) Indeed, I didn’t 
intend they should go tracking up the place. 

Dick. Mother! 

Watty. Beat it! (Pushes Tom off r.1.) 
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Mrs. WHITE. Winnie-ee! 

Watty. Now for the fireworks. Dick, you do 
the talking. 

Dick. No, it’s your funeral. (Putting him c.) 
But be nice to her, or she’ll chase you out of the 
house. Mollify her. 

Watty. (Chattering) Crucify her? 

Dicx. Mollify! Mbollify! 

Wa tty. I'll do my best. But you stand by. 

Dick. Oh, I'll be right here. (Exit window 
R.C.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Dear me, where is everybody? 
(Enters L.v.) 

Watty. How do you do, Mrs. White? 

Mrs. Wuite. What are you doing here? 

Watty. (Weakly) Why—why—lI You 
tell her, Dick. (Turns around and around when. he 
sees he’s gone.) Traitor! (Yelling out R.v. win- 
dow.) 

Mrs. Waite. So you’re back. 

Watty. Yes, I’m back. All of me. 

Mrs. Waite. Have you seen Winnie? 

Watty. Not yet. 

Mrs. Wuitr. Well, she doesn’t want to see you. 
She’s going to be married. 

Watty. So Dick told me. 

Mrs. WHITE. She’s about to become a member of 
one of the oldest and most respected families in 
England—the Lightfoots. 

Watty, Yes, I’ve heard of the Lightfeet. 

Mrs. Wuite. And in view of our position we 
shall avoid the common herd in the future. 

Watty. I don’t blame you. We’re a tough 
bunch. 

Mrs. Wuite. And now I'll appreciate it if you 
will take your departure. 

Watty. Certainly. (Looking under couch) Let 
me see. Where did I put it? 
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Mrs. WHITE. What? 

Watty. My hat. I thought you might let me 
hang around for Winnie’s wedding. 

Mrs. Wuite. You wish to see Winnie married? 

Watty. I’d like to. To the right man. (Hast- 
ily) You see, I’ve had a change of heart, Mrs. 
White. I met a little girl in Paris. 

Mrs. Wuite. I told Winnie that. 

Watty. I wouldn’t be a bit surprised. So I’m 
interested in Winnie only as a friend. 

Mrs. Wuite. Well, that’s different. Entirely 
different. I really have no objections to you, Wally, 
except as my daughter’s suitor. 

Watty. You're right. I don’t suit her. (Down 
R.C.) 

Winnie. (Runs in window R.vU. to c.) Wally! 

Watty. Hello, Winnie! 

Winnie. I wouldn’t believe Dick when he said 
you were here. 

Watty. Yes, I’m here. So you are going to 
marry Mr. Lighthead. 

Mrs. Wuite. Lightfoot. Sir Reginald Light- 
foot. 

Watty. Oh, the other end. 

WINNIE. I suppose I ought to give you back 
your ring. (Twisting ring on her finger.) 

Watty. I suppose so. I’m not going to ask you 
to return the ice cream sodas and the lemonades. 

Winnie. But I don’t want to marry him, really. 

Wa tty. That’s too bad. 

Mrs. Wuite. You needn’t look for sympathy 
from Mr. Warner. His heart is elsewhere. 

Watty. Yes, I left it on ice. 

Mrs. Wuite. I told you. He’s found another 
sweetheart abroad. (Up to t.u.) Is Sir Reginald 
outside? 

Watty. I heard him say he was going upstairs. 

Mrs. WuitTE. Thank heaven I can at last leave 
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you two together without anxiety. A girl in Paris. 
Oh, these men! (Exit L.v.) 
~  Watry. Don’t you believe it, Winnie. 

Winnie. (To him) I don’t. I know why you 
said it, and Mary just told me about the letters. 

Watty. You love me still, Snooklums? (Takes 
her in his arms.) 

Winnie. Of course I do, Wally. 

Watty. You old sweet kid. (They make a little 
mooey sound and kiss.) 

Winnie. Oh, Wally, I’m so unhappy. 

Watiy. Don’t you worry. We're going to save 
you from that British fathead. 

Winnie. Dick and Mary told me what you were 
going to ask the Princess to do. But suppose the 
Princess refuses and your plans fall through? 

Watty. Then I[’ll have to kill him. 

Winnik. Oh, you mustn’t do that, Wally. 

Watiy. Well, maybe I’ll just cut off his nose. 
Slip us another. (They make mooey sound and 
kiss.) 

Dick. (Enters with Mary, pR.c. window, and 
comes Cc. Imitating Mrs. Wuite. Mary is L. of 
Dick) What do you mean by that? (Slapping 
hands.) © 

WALLY. (Jumps and goes R. WINNIE goés L.Cc.) 
Oh, my God! (Dicx and Mary laugh.) 

Winnie. Dick, you ought to be ashamed! 

Wattiy. Say, don’t you know I’ve got a weak 
heart ? 

Dick. How did you come out with mother? 

Watty. Great. I told her I was off Winnie for 
life. (Laughs.) I’m going to stick around for the 
wedding. 

Mary. You'll have to do everything Mrs. White 
says. 

ey, Sure. If she snaps her fingers, I'll roll 
over and play dead. 
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Dicx. Gee! He must be in love. 5 
Winnie. He doesn’t know what love is. 


(Spot for number. “Gee, We Must Be in Love.” 
WALLY crosses to extreme L. on first of num- 
ber. Exit on number.) 


Dick. (Enters window R.u. with Mary) Say, 
see here, Mary. This isn’t half as good as I thought 
it would be. You’ve been here nearly a week, and 
I’ve hardly had a chance to speak to you. 

Mary. (Start to R.1) I haven’t time now. I 
have to see to the flowers. 

Dick. Justa minute. (Dragging her back c.) I 
want to know how long you intend to keep up this 
masquerade. 

Mary. Till I catch my man. 

Dick. Well, ’m your man and you surely have 
caught me. Come on, Mary, give it up! 

Mary. And lose my bet with dad? I couldn’t 
think of it. 

DicxseeButs 

Mary. And you mustn’t propose to me again. 

Dick. I won’t. Cross my heart I won’t. Lis- 
ten 

Mary. Well? 

Dicx. (Swallows) Well—er—Winnie’s going to 
marry that Englishman day after tomorrow 

Mary.” Well... 

Dicx. The minister will be here, and I thought 
he might just as well marry two couples as one. 

Mary. Now, Dicky! 

Dicx. I’mnot proposing. Really. (Takes paper 
from pocket) Ever see one of those? 

Mary. A marriage certificate. 

Dick. Uh-huh. Your name goes right there. 

Mary. Dickie! (Laughs) Oh, you're too funny. 
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Dicx. Mary, will you marry me? (Trying to 
embrace her.) 

Mary. (Crossing t.) No, Dicky! (Patting his 
cheek) You're just the sweetest fellow in the world, 
but I’m not going to marry anybody. 

Dicx. Oh, get that foolish notion of becoming a 
detective out of your dear little head. 

Mary. And give up my career? What do you 
suppose I’ve been taking that correspondence course 
for? 

Dicx. Oh, hell’s belis! 

Mary. I’m sorry, Dick, but I want to do some- 
thing useful. 

Dick. Well, what’s more useful than having 
babies ? 

Mary. Why, Dick White! 

Dick. That just popped out, Mary. But it’s 
true, just the same. (With a flourish) What the 
world needs is 

Mary. Lady detectives. (Crosses to R. and sits 
on arm of couch.) It’s no use, Dicky. My mind’s 
made up, and I’ve got a thousand dollars up with 
Dad that I solve my first case. It was awfully nice 
of you to promise to keep mum when I got this 
position here as parlor maid, and I think I’m on a 
great clue. Now you must be just as nice and let 
me finish. 


(Mrs. WHITE avd Str REGINALD enter in win- 
dow L.C.) 


Watty. (Enters and runs across to c.—sees SiR 
REGINALD) Holy smackeral! (Goes to Dicx) It’s 
him, Dick! My God, it’s him! 

Dicx. Who? 

Watty. The bird who swiped my bonds. 

Dick. Sure? 

Watty. Absolutely. 
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Dicx. Shall we call the police? 

Watty. That might not get my bonds back. 

Dicx. What are you going to do? 

Watty. Lay low till I spot where he’s planted 
them, and then call the cops. He’ll marry my girl, 
will he? Ill lay him like a rug. 

Sir REGINALD. (Coming down c. with Mrs. 
WuitE) The presence of so many charming ladies 
fills me with zest, you know. 

Watty. Zest? 


(WINNIE enters R.c. window. DICK goes up, meets 
her, then goes to L.c.) 


Mrs. WuiteE. This is a childhood companion of 
my daughter’s. Sir Reginald Lightfoot—Mr. War- 
ner. 

Sir REGINALD. (Staring at WaLLy) Warner— 
Warner? (Crossing to him.) 

Watty. Yes, ever hear of Warner’s safe cure? 

Str Recinatp. I fancy I have. 

WaALLy. Well, I’m the cure. Put her there, old 
top. (Wrings his hand.) 

Str RecinaLtp. My word! (Rubs arm.) 

Watty. Pardon me. I have the St. Vitus dance. 
(Jumping about.) 

Sir REGINALD. How unfortunate—how very un- 
fortunate. (Crosses to WINNIER.C.) You are look- 
ing quite your beautiful self again, my dear. (Kiss- 
ing WINNIE’S hand.) 

Winniz. Oh, Sir Reginald! 

_ Watty. (Starts for Sir Recinatp) Just one— 
just one. 

Dick. (Holding him back) You'll gum up the 
works. 


Mrs. Wuite. It must be almost time for the 
Princess to arrive. 
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WINNIE. Wouldn’t it be awful if she didn’t 
come? 

JosEpH. (Enters window L.c.) Her Highness, 
the Princess Mackeroff. 


(Girls rush in from t.c., telling of the Princess’ 
arrival and take their places about the stage. 
Music starts, and as introduction ends, all bow. 
Tom enters in girl's costume, L.c. window, then 
comes down and starts song. There is a general 
movement of all characters. Spot for number. 
“Some Girl,” or “Oh, What a Girl.’ All sing 
chorus.) 


Positions for Number 
Po Wo, (2.4435 OR R., Mas. W.,, Jo., M., Win, 
Tom. 


Mrs. WuitTE. (Moving dowm to L.c.) Welcome 
to our home. But you are a trifle late. Did you 
break down? 

Tom. Yes, the chauffeur blew a shoe, Mrs. White. 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, Princess? (Not compre- 
hending.) 

Tom. Present me to the ensemble. 

Mrs. Wuirte. Sir Reginald Lightfoot, who is 
about to become my son-in-law. 

Tom. (Aside to Watty and Dick) Is this the 

y? 

Dick. Yes. 

Srr REGINALD. (Tom extends hand to Sir REct- 
NALD, who kisses the tips of Tom’s fingers. WALLY 
and Dick laugh) You are divine, my dear. 

Mary. (At extreme L.) Ain’t that sweet? 

Tom. Oh, you dear man. (Shaking finger at 
him) You have naughty, naughty eyes. 

Sir REGINALD. Oh, oh, by Jove! (Peppily.) 

Tom. I-na ink-tha ou-ya are-na a-na Iek-sha 
Nes-pas, huh? 


34. SOME GIRL ACTI 


Sir REGINALD. Forgive me, Your Highness, but 
I don’t understand Russian. 

Tom. (Sweetly) I forgive you. 

Str Recinatp. But I knew your husband well. 
We met frequently on the Continent. (Turning to 
Mrs. WHITE.) 

Tom. Really? That doesn’t make it so easy. 
(Aside to Dicx.) 

Dick. It’s a cinch. 

Watty. Go ahead, you’re doing great. 

Mrs. Wuite. This is my daughter Winifred, 
who is about to become Lady Lightfoot. (Passing 
WINNIE across to Tom.) 

Tom. Oh, I adore brides. I shall just love you. 

Winnie. And you’re adorable, Princess. I 
could love you even if you weren’t a lady at all. 

Dick and Watiy. (To each other) Huh? 

Winnie. I want to kiss you, may I? 

Tom. Quick, before you change your mind. 
(Dicx laughs.) 

Watty. Hey! e 

Tom. (Hastily to Watty) I beg your pardon? 

Mrs. Wuite. What is it, Mr. Warner? 

Watty. I stepped on my foot. 

Tom. (Kissing WINNIE) How sweet you are. 

WALLY. Hey, cut that! (Starts c.) 

Dick. (Pushing him back) Do you want to spoil 
everything? 

Wa tty. But look, that guy’s kissing my—my— 

Dicx. Shut up. 

Mrs. WuHite. Control yourself, Mr. Warner. 
You will be presented in due time. My son Richard. 

Dick. (Takes Tom’s hand) Say, you’re some 
girl. (Goes up c.) 

Mrs. Wuite. This is Mr. Warner. (Tom ex- 
tends hand. WaAatty gives it a litile shake.) 

Watty. How do. (Snickers as he walks back to 
R. extreme.) 
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Mrs. Wuite. Mr. Warner, you are supposed to 
kiss the Princess’ hand. (Tom holds out his hand.) 
- Watry. What! 

Dick. Of course youare. (Down. of WaLty.) 

Tom. I’m waiting, Tubby. 

Watty. Tubby! 

Mrs. Wuite. Mr. Warner, you will either kiss 
the Princess’ hand or leave the house immediately. 
(Dick laughs. Watty crosses to Tom and bites his 
finger.) 

Tom. Ow! 

Omnes. What is it? What did he do? (Etc.) 

Tom. He bit my finger, the brute! 

Omnes. Whata shame! That’s too bad! (Eic.) 

Mrs. Waite. Mr. Warner! 

Watty. I’m sorry. 

Mrs. Wuite, And these are the young ladies 
who are to assist you in your entertainment, Prin- 
cess. (Each girl comes down as she is called and 
stays near Tom after she bows. VioLET, GLADIOLA, 
Liry, Rose, Linac, HyvacintH, PAnsy, and Datsy.) 

Tom. (Trying to hug them all) A bouquet. I 
love flowers. 

Dick. Your friend’s a gardner. 

_ Josern. (Enters L.u.) Telephone for Sir Regi- 
nald Lightfoot. 

Sir REGINALD. Oh, yes, yes. (To WINNIE, who 
ts R. of kim) Pardon me, my dear. I expect to see 
a great deal more of you, Princess. (Starts up L. 
JOSEPH exits L.U.) 

Tom. You will, Sir Reggie. 

Sir RecinaLp. Eh? 

Tom. When I dance. (Makes a little wiggle.) 

Sir REGINALD. Oh, yes, yes. When you dance. 
(Kicks up c. and exti L.v.) 

Tom. Well, I'll be a naughty name. 

Dicx. (To Watty) The boy’s there. 
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Winnie. (Going to Tom) When will you be 
ready to rehearse our program, Your Highness? 

Tom. (Hugging the girls) When I feel a little 
fresher. 

Watiy. You're fresh enough now. 

Winnie. Why, Wally. 

Mrs. WuiteE. Mr. Warner! 

Wat ty. I was talking to Dick. 

Mrs. Wuite. I have given you that suite of 
rooms, Princess. (Indicating R.1.) 

Tom. Thank you. I'll look at it when I’m not 
so busy. (Hugging the girls.) 

Watty. Tl kill that guy! 

Mrs. Wuite. Of course you brought your en- 
tourage, Princess? 

Tom. (Away from the girls) Pardon me? 

Mrs. Wuite. Your entourage. 

Tom. (Flustered) No, it’s in hock. 

OmneEs. Hock, hock, Princess? 

Dick and Watty. Maid, maid! You bonehead! 

Tom. Oh, you mean my maid. No. I didn’t 
bring her. Poor thing, I hope she isn’t wandering 
about somewhere in that wicked New York. 

Mrs. Wuite. You don’t mean you lost her? 
Oh, we'll have a search made at once. What was 
her name? 

Tom. Let me see 
maids’ names ? 

Dick. (Whispering to him) Lulu. 

Watty. Katinka. 

Tom. Bridget. Yes, that was it. Bridget. No, 
she’s not lost, but poor Bridget is on the fritz. 

Mrs. Waite. Fritz! 

Omnes. Fritz! 

Tom. You know—-on the blink. Sick, ill, and I 
don’t know what I shall do! 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, that’s too bad. 


(To Dick) What are 
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WINNIE. (L. of Tom) You seem quite familiar 
with American slang, Your Highness. 

WALLY. (Quickly) Oh, American slang is quite 
the thing in Europe. ‘ 

Tom. Oh, yes, the ultra are all taking it up. 

Mrs. Wuite. Indeed? I must remember that. 
Well, you needn’t worry about a maid. I will pro- 
vide one who can attend you constantly. 

Tom. Not too constantly. 

_ Mrs. Waite. She may sleep in the room adjoin- 
ing yours. 

Tom. I do hope she’s pretty. 

Dick. (Laughing to Watty) That bird’s never 
satisfied. 

Tom. (Answering Mrs. WuITE’s inquiring look ) 
You see, I’m so esthetic. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Points to Mary ANN down L.) 
I don’t think Mary Ann will offend your good taste. 

Dick. Mary Ann! Oh, my God! (Dropping 
back in WALLY’s arms.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Mary Ann. 

Mary. Yes, ma’am. (Coming shyly forward.) 

Mrs. Wuire. This will be your mistress while 
she is here. 

Mary. (Crossing to Tom c. WINNIE takes ex- 
treme L.) Oh, I’d love that. (Bobs.) 

Mrs. WuiteE. I hope she’ll do? 

Tom. My, such a cute little squab. You may 
kiss me, my dear. (Mrs. Wuitt looks astonished.) 
That’s the best test, Mrs. White. 

Mrs. Wuite. Really? 

Tom. (Kisses Mary) Yes, she'll do. 

Dick. (Bristling) Say! 

Tom. Did you speak? 

Dick. (WaLty holding him back) No—oh, no. 

Mrs. WuiTe. You must do everything the Prin- 
cess commands, and see that her bath is just as she 
likes it. (WALLY is enjoying Dicx’s dilemma.) 
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Tom. (Looking at Dick) Well, really, I don’t 
think I’ll need her especially about the bath. 

Watty. Better take her. You may need her to 
wash your back. 

Dick and OmNneEs. Wally! 

Mrs. Wuite. Mr. Warner! Princess, I hope 
you will forgive Mr. Warner’s remark. 

Mary. Oh, I scrub backs beautifully—and necks 
too. I'll draw the water. (Crosses and exits R.1.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Please forgive them. 

Winnie. Mother, I’m afraid she doesn’t really 
approve of Mary Ann. She’s too uncouth. Prin- 
cess, let me wash your back. I’d love it. (She 
stretches out her arms and crosses to Tom.) 

Watiy. (Dropping in Dicx’s arms) Oh, good 
Lord! 

Dicx. (Pushing him to his feet) Well, you 
started it. 

Girts. (Cluster around Tom) Let me be your 
maid for today. Let me doit. I can (Etc.) 

Watty. Id like to wash your back! 

Dick. So should I! 

Mrs. Wuite. (Waving the girls back) No, no. 
Yow’re all too young. Until I find the proper girl, 
I shall trust the service to no one but myself. Prin- 
cess, I will wash your back. 

Girts. (Pushing Mrs. Wuite back and trying 
to get to Tom) No, me! IT’ll doit! (Etc.) 

Tom. Well, really! Wait—I beg of you. I'll 
tell you a great secret. 

Omnes. Yes, yes! 

Tom. I’m a very peculiar woman. 

Mrs. WuitTe. Yes, Princess. 

Tom. Not the ordinary kind at all. 

Watty. We know that. 

Dick. You’ve said enough. 

Tom. And I’m going to make a confession. 
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Dicx. No, no. If he spills the beans now, 
mother’ll kill me. 

Watty. And she’ll give me the air. 

Omnes. What is it, Princess? 

Tom. I couldn’t think of letting any of you be 
my personal maid. 

OmNEs. Why? 

Tom. Because—because 
and WALLY’S suspense. ) 

Omnes. Yes, yes, Princess? 

Tom. Oh, I’m just so bashful, I couldn’t. (WaLLy 
and Dick breathe a sigh of relief.) ll just have 
to wait for Bridget. (Girls retire up stage.) 

Mrs. Wuite. And later we'll have some refresh- 
ments. You’ve dined, Princess? 

Tom. Oh, yes. I had some lovely pig’s knuckles. 
at the Ritz. 

Mrs. Wuite. Pig’s knuckles! 

Tom. Yes, I was born in Milwaukee, you know. 
But perhaps I could manage another ham hock or 
two. You don’t happen to have any pickled pig’s 
feet, do you? 

Mrs. Waite. Well, no. Pork always puts me 
on the fritz. (Smiles triumphantly) But Ill try. 

Tom. Oh, ice cream or bologna will do—and a 
pickle. 

Watiy. (Making a face) Pickle? 

Tom. Yes. Dill pickle. Come now, girls. I have 
some lovely presents I brought from abroad. 

Dicx. He mustn’t give those things away. 

Tom. You shall come in and get them, and then 
you must all run along while I dress. 

WINNIE. Aw, we'd rather stay. 

Watty. I bet you would. 

Winnie. Come on, girls. (They all start to R.) 

Dick. Nix, nix. Wait! Wait! 

Tom. I beg your pardon. 

Watty. He said great. Great! 


(Enjoying Dick 
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Tom. (Has WINNIE in his L. arm} I saw a dar- 
ling Spanish shawl for you, Winnie. 

WINNIE. Oh, you dear! 

Tom. And the latest style in French pin-backs 
for you, Mrs. White. And boys, you come along. 
I might find something suitable for you. 


(Watty and Dick work up c. as Tom and the girls 
and WINNIE cross to R.1. Some of the girls 
exit.) 


Watty. All I crave is boxing gloves. 

Winnie. (Crosses tor. of Tom) And will you 
play some game with us, after we rehearse, Prin- 
cess? 

Tom. Yes, come to my room before you go to 
bed, and we'll have a pajama party. (Looks at Dick 
and Watty and laughs.) 

WINNIE and Omnes. Oh, that will be fine, 
lovely! (They scamper off r. Tom exits R.1.) 

Watity. (Up tc.) The nerve of that guy! 

Mrs. WuitTE. Go on, girls. Step on it. Step 
on it. (Exit R.1.) 

Dick. (WaALtLy and Dick look at each other in 
astonishment) ‘This is a fine way your friend has 
started to muss up the baronet’s reputation. All 
he’s doing is making love to our girls. I see his 
game. In another fifteen minutes he’ll put them 
all out to dress, and then he'll slip out and make 
his train. And where will that leave us? 

Watty. In—about as bad as we can get. We've 
got to find some way to keep him here. 

Dick. IT’ll say we have. If he quits now after 
the bluff we’ve made 

Watty. Don’t waste time, but think, buddy, 
think! (Dick puts hands behind him and goes down 
L. WALLY does same and goes up L. They both 
turn and go C., leaving WALLY on the R. of Dick. 
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Mary enters R.1 with bundle of Tom’s clothes. She 
puts them under the pillow of the couch. The boys 
start down L.) 

Mary. Well, boys, what’s the trouble? 

Dick. Sh! We're thinking! 

Mary. What with? 

Watty. Now I ask you, is that nice? 

Dick. Mary, we’ve just discovered that the Prin- 
cess is planning to take the nine-twenty train back 
to town. 

Mary. Oh, she mustn’t do that. (Coming to c. 
between them.) 

Dick. Wally knows her and says she’s temper- 
mental. 

Watty. And if she goes she won’t return for the 
al fresco tomorrow. 

JosrpH. (Enters r.1) Mr. Warner, the Princess 
wishes to give you your present. 

Watty. TJ’ll be right there, Jo. (JosepH bows 
and exits R.1.) 

Mary. You goon, Wally. Dick and I will plan 
a way. 

Watty. Gosh, make it snappy. (Exit R.1.) 

Mary. Dick, I’ve got it. The very thing. 

Dicx. What? 

Mary. I'll send a telegram to Mrs. White that 
will keep everybody here for at least twenty-four 
hours. 

Dick. But there isn’t time. 

Mary. Yes, there is. I’ll telephone my friend 
at the station. He’ll send any telegram I dictate. 

Dicx. But what are you going to say? 

Mary. Never mind. They’re coming! You 
leave it tome. (Gets bundle from couch.) 

Dick. What have you got there? 

Mary. A suit of men’s clothes I found in the 
Princess’ room. I’m going to hide it till I find out 
who it belongs to. (Crosses to L.) 
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Dick. (Laughs and crosses to rR.) Good Lord! 
Tom’s suit. That’s a laugh. 

Mary. I haven’t been studying to be a detective 
for nothing. 

JoserH. (Enters R.1) They are asking for you, 
Mr. Richard. 

Dicx. Thank you, Jo. (Crosses and exits R.1.) 

JosepH. Mary Ann. 

Mary. (Fixing papers on desk L.) I’m busy 
now, Jo. 

JosErH. Yes, but this is really important. 

Mary. I know you want me to go to Coney 
Island with you on our wedding tour. Nothing 
doing. 

JoserH. I'll show you a swell time. 

Mary. Two rides on a merry-go-round and a 
ten-cent sideshow. (Nose in air) The man who 
marries me has got to have oodles of money or it’s 
equivalent. 

JosEPH. Sequivolent, what? 

Mary. Oh, property or bonds, or something like 
that. (Watching him.) 

JosEPpH. Bonds? 

Mary. Yes, and I’ve got to see that something, 
before I give up my job. 


(Enter Str REGINALD R.L.U.) 


JosEpH. Oh, I’ve got bonds. 

Mary. You have? (Sees Sir RecGinatpD) Oh, 
excuse me, (Hails 11.) 

Str REGINALD. (Coming down v.) Better be 
careful how you brag about your bonds, Jo! 
fees Better be minding your own P’s and 

S. 

Sir REcinatp, And why? 
; dest as Don’t you know who this Wally Warner 
is! 
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Sir Recinarp. A silly ass, if you ask me. 

JosepH. He’s the one who owns those two bonds 
you have been trying to cash. 

Sir REGINALD. (Crossing R.) No, no. By Jove! 

JosrpuH. Careful. But I don’t think they’re on 
to us. 

Str REGINALD. On to us! Oh, these Americans 
are too stupid. 


(GiRts enter R.1, each with a present—opera cloak, 
fan, scarf, dresses, etc.) 


Girts. Aren’t they lovely! See what she gave 
me. She gave them to us to keep. Aren’t they 
lovely! (Etc. They group about up stage.) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enters R.1 with red burlesque 
dress) Oh, this charming gown she gave me. 
(She goes v.c.) 

Str REecInatp. Charming! 

Dick. (Enters r. Laughing) You should see 
what she gave Wally, and insisted on him wearing. 
(Goes L.c., R. of Mrs. WHITE.) 

Winnie. (Enters with Spanish shawl wound 
about her) Isn’t it gorgeous? But, oh! Mother’s! 
Mother, you promised to put it right on, you know. 
Better hurry. The latest styles are certainly 
startling. Come on, Wally. We are waiting for 
you. Oh, come on. 


(WALLY enters with grass skirt over his trousers. 
He has taken off his coat and wears beads about 
head and neck.) 


Dick. There is a Santa Claus! 

Winnie. And you must keep it on. She will be 
offended if you don’t. (She goes to R. of WALLY, 
behind him.) 
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Watty. Men never wear Hulu skirts. It’s the 
women. 

Winnie. Aw, keep it on, Wally. You look just 
like Ann Pennington. (Mary enters L.vu.) 

Dick. (WALLY starts to take off beads) Wally, 
keep it on for my sake. (WALLY chases him and he 
exits L.1. Two girls exit.) 

Sir REGINALD. Also for mine. (WALLY chases 
him and he exits R.1. Two girls exit.) 

Mrs. Wuite. And mine. (WALLY siarts to 
chase her. She screams and extis t.u. Also girls.) 

Winnie. Wally, for my sake. (Exit r.1%) 

Watty. Oh, for God’s sake! (Spot for number. 
All exit after song.) 

Mary. (Enters L.u. Dick enters from R.1) Ive 
got it all fixed. The telegram is on it’s way here 
now. (Sees Mrs. WHITE L.u.) Oh, come right*in, 
ma'am. You look just grand. 


(Mrs. WHITE enters L.u. in ridiculous dress, very 
tight, split up the front, wearing long stockings. 
She has a bustle.) 


Mrs. WuitTe. Oh, dear! (Comes down u.c. with 
pained expression. WINNIE and girls enter R.c.) 

Dick. Oh, red raven split! 

Winnie. Dick, you'd better not laugh. 

Dicx. Neither had mother. 

Sir REGINALD, (Enters R.1) My word! 

Mrs. Wuirte. She says it is the latest style in 
wats and was made for the Empress of Switzer- 
and. 

Dicx. The Empress of Switzerland! 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, at least we must not insult 
her by referring to it. 

Winnik. Sh! Here she is. 

Mrs. Waite. Ought we to bow? 

Dicx. Yes, but don’t you risk it. 
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(Tom enters in evening dress, R.1. All bow.) 


Tom. You flatter me, dear friends, by this re- 
ception. (Comes c. Sees Mrs. WHITE trying to 
get up. Laughs) I beg your pardon, but I am so 
sad. You see, I always laugh when I’m sad. But 
you remind me so much of Delicia. Delicia was a 
spitz, but the butcher got him and now he must look 
like Oh, I’m so sad. Oh, oh, dear, dear! 

Winnie. (Going to Tom) But you mustn’t be 
sad, Princess. You know you promised to sing for 
us. Do you know, you look just like the song you 
are going to sing tomorrow evening, “A Melody of 
Love.” Won’t you sing it for us now? 

Omnes. Yes, do, do! 

Tom. All right, if you can stand it, I guess I can. 
(Spot for song. “Melody of Love.’ All remain on 
stage.) 

JoseruH. (Enters L.c. with telegram on salver; 
comes down tL.) Beg pardon, ma’am, but a tele- 
gram for you, Mrs. White. 

Mrs. Wuirte. Thank you, Joseph. (To all as 
she takes the telegram) May I? 

Tom. Sure. 

Omnes. Go ahead! (Etc.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, oh! 

Str RectinaLtp. No bad news, I hope? 

Mrs. WHITE. Oh, it’s from a private hospital, 
saying that there has been some mistake about a 
trunk they have traced to this address. Oh, I 
can’t read it. You, Sir Reginald. (Gives tele- 
gram.) 

Sir Reoinatp. (Reads) “Trunk delivered to 
the White’s residence this morning helongs to an 
inmate of the contagious ward here who is detained 
with a virulent case of smallpox.” (All scream and 
deposit their presents on floor in front of Tom. 
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Tom starts to take off his dress. WAaAtiy takes off 
dress and puts it on floor in front of Tom.) 

Dicx. (In horror to Tom) Don’t take off those 
things in here. Come in here. (Indicating R.1.) 

Tom. Not on your life! Not where that trunk 
is! 

Dicx. Then come out here. (Takes shawl which 
Winnie hands to him. He puts shawl around 
Tom.) 

Mrs. WuitTe. Winnie, Winnie! This dress! I 
am contaminated ! 

Winnie. Mother, take it off quick! 

Mrs. WuitE. I can’t. I haven’t anything under 
it. 

Tom. I don’t believe that telegram. You thought 
you'd keep me here. Not a chance. Me for the 
nine-twenty. (Goes up stage and then realizing) 
And I want my pants. I want my pants. 

Omnes. The Princess wants her pants! Her 
pants ! 

Dick. I think we are all getting excited about 
nothing. With a little precaution there is practi- 
cally no danger. (JosEPpH enters L.u.) 

Mrs. Waite. Precaution! What can we do? 

Sir Recinatp. I propose we all get some disin- 
fectant and take a bath. 

Dick. Great idea. 

Mrs. Wuite. Mary Ann, bring the glyco bottle. 
Girls, come with me. (Exits L.u., girls following.) 

Sir Recinatp. Jo, get me some Bon Ami quick. 
Come. (Eits-2.1.) 

Joseru.. Yes, Sir Reginald.- (Extis'1.1,) 

Tom. I'll take Dutch Cleanser. 

Watiy. Me for the cloride of lime. 

Tom. (Bright idea) Oh, if Bridget were only 
here to give me my bath. 

Mary. I’m not afraid. (Going to Tom’s R.) 
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Winnie. I’m not afraid either. Princess, I’ll 
give you your bath. 

Mary. No, Miss Winnie, it’s my place to give 
the Princess her bath. 

Winnie. Mary, the Princess is our guest. I'll 
do it. (Dick and WaLty walk just above the 
three.) 

Mary. No—me 

Tom. Come, girls. Ill tell you what we'll do. 
(Goes R., taking both girls with him.) 

Winnie and Mary. What? (Both re. of Tom.) 

Tom. You may both give me a bath. 

Mary and Winnie. All right, that will be lovely. 
(They exit R.1. Tom looks around at boys and 
laughs. Exits R.1.) 

Dick. (The boys lean against each other c., Dick 
rR. of Watty) Dressing that guy up was a great 
idea. 

WaLty. Yes, like hell it was. 


CURTAIN 
Second Curtain: All principals. 


Third Curtain: Tom alone. 


ACT It 


ScENE: Garden near the garage, back of White resi- 
dence. Garage R. Swinging hammock and 
chair L.c. 


Tom is in hammock, girls posed about, singing re- 
prise of “Oh, What a Girl.” Girls have ukes. 


Winnie. Isn’t she just too sweet for anything? 
(Snipping a lock of Tom’s hair and puts it in her 
handkerchief. She has a pair of scissors; kneels on 
chair c.) 

Girts. Lovely! Lovely! Divine! Just like an 
angel! (Etc.) 

Mary. (Sitting on floor in front of Tom, hold- 
ing his hand) Or like a Princess in a fairy tale. 

JosepH. (Enters R.1) Mrs. White says 

Omnes. Sh! Sh! 

Winnie. You'll wake the Princess, Jo. 

JosepH. (Whispers) Would like to see the young 
ladies a moment. 

Winnie. Does she want me, or Mary Ann? 

JoserH. No, just the guests. 

First Girt. All right. Come on, girls. (Start 
reprise of “Oh, What a Girl,” and tiptoe off R.1. 
JosEpH follows. ) 

Winnie. Isn’t it wonderful to bea real Princess? 

Mary. I'll feel awfully bad when she leaves. 

Dick. (Enters R.1, smoking pipe) Well, will 
you get that? 

WINNIE and Mary. Sh! Shush! 

Dick. Shush! What’s the shush for? 
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Winnie. (Whispering, indicating Tom) The 
sweet Princess. She sleeps. 

Dick. Sweet Princess! Banana oil! Say, Mary, 
I haven’t had a chance to see you alone an instant. 

Winnie. She wants us girls to be with her be- 
cause she’s afraid. 

Dicx. Afraid of what? 

Mary. Of you and Wally. She says you tried 
to flirt with her. 

Dick. Can you beat that? Say, she wouldn’t 
cause anybody any trouble, would she? Oh, no! 

Winnie. (Stamps foot) Oh, you and Wally are 
both impossible! (Tom snores loudly. Girls turn 
and look. Mary, frightened, jumps up and goes 
<7) 

Mary. Oh, isn’t that cute? 

Dick. (Snorts) Cute! 

Winnie. She isn’t a bit like other girls. 

Dick. I'll tell the world she isn’t. 

Winnie. (Looking fondly at Tom) There’s 
something so magnetic about her. Whenever she 
holds my hand a thrill goes right through me. 

Mary. (Back of swing) And when she kisses 
me, I feel that I want her to keep right on. 

Dicx. (Clinching hands and gritting teeth) Oh, 
just wait! (Shakes fist at hammock.) 

Mrs. WuHitTe. (Outside Lt.) Winnie-ee! 

Winnie. Mother! (Runs up to Dick) Don’t 
you dare to wake her. (Exit L.v.) 

Mary. (c. to Dick) No, don’t you dare! (Exit 
1.0.) 


(WALLY enters from garage in blanket and a towel 
about head. He wears track pants, track 
sweater, shoes and socks and garters.) 


Watty. Oh, I thought they’d never go. 
Tom. Hello, Wally. (Watiy to bench Rc. 
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Dick c.) What have you been doing to yourself? 

Watty. Fumigating. You'll all be sorry if you 
don’t put your clothes in there too. I bet the whole 
bunch comes down with the smallpox before long. 
The authorities say we can’t move out of here till 
everybody’s vaccination has been examined. (Tom 
sits up.) 

Dick. How’s yours, Tom? (Sits on chair c.) 

Tom. (Pointing to arm) I’m safe, but I’m not 
in style. The girls tell me they don’t vaccinate them 
on the arm any more. 

Watty. I can’t quite see where they’re going to 
put a vaccination that won’t show when they do that 
ecclesiastical dance stuff. 

Dick. Where do you suppose, Tom? 

Tom. I don’t know, but Winnie said she’d show 
me if I wanted to see. 

Watty. (Rises to c.) Say, lay off that stuff. 
What do you mean anyway by getting so fresh with 
our girls? 

Dick. Showing them your garters! 

Tom. Well, they showed me theirs. (Laughs.) 

Watty. (Sits rR.) It wouldn’t have surprised 
me a bit if you'd have let those girls give you a bath 
last night, if we hadn’t rushed in and stopped the 
proceedings. You’re disrupting the whole household. 
Got Mrs. White using the worst slang I ever heard. 

Dick. You're making a monkey of my mother. 

Tom. Well, she made a monkey of you. 

Watiy. (Rises) And another thing: Forget 
that idea of Winnie and the girls showing you their 
vaccinations. 

Tom. Were you ever vaccinated, Wally? 

Watty. No! 

Dick. Then you're in for it now. I suppose 
you'll want yours on the arm, Wally? : 

Watty. No, got to use my arm to crank my Ford. 
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Dicx. On the leg, then. 
Watty. No, not my leg either—I do a lot of 
. walking. 

Tom. You don’t ride horseback much, do you? 
(Rises and crosses c.) Lend mea puff of your pipe, 
Dick. I’m dying fora decent smoke. (DicxK hands 
him pipe and Tom goes toward Watty.) 

Watty. Have those clothes you’ve got on been 
sterilized? 

Tom. Oh, forget it. This is some of Mrs. White’s 
wardrobe. 

Dick. (Lays on swing) You'd better get out of 
here before the girls get back, or they'll think you’re 
the tail end of a Klu Klux parade. 

Watty. (Sits r.c.) Gosh, I’m sick. I can’t go 
in till I get some of this sulphur out of my lungs. 
(Coughs with tongue between his teeth.) 

Tom. (Throws pillow at Watty) Here, have a 
pillow. 

Watty. Oh, I wish I was home. (Lying down.) 

Tom. (To Dick) Says he’s sure this Sir Regi- 
nald is the guy who swiped his bonds and he wants 
togo home. (Mimicing Watry. Sits c.) Suppose 
he was a common crook and it wasn’t found out till 
after the wedding? 

Watty. I don’t see that you’ve done anything 
to get the Englishman in Dutch. 

Dick. We expected you to pull something last 
night. 

Tom. And when I didn’t you pulled that tele- 
gram about the smallpox and got us all quarantined. 
Made me miss my appointment with Vi, and now 
she won’t answer a single message I send. 

Watiy. What? (As he realizes) What about 
the smallpox? (Rises.) 

Tom. That telegram was a fake. (Looking at 
Dick) Somebody got funny. 

Watty. (Indicating garage) And you let me go 
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through that sulphur and ruin all the buttons on my 
best suit! Oh, my God, I bet Mary Alden had a 
finger in that pie, she and her detective business. 

Tom. Mary Alden! 

Watty. Yes, Dick’s sweetheart. 

Dick. Shut up, Wally. 

Tom. Mary Ann, the maid? 

Watty. She’s no maid. Her father’s president 
of a bank. 

Tom. What a chance to get even! 

Dick. That’s rotten of you, Wally. 

Watty. (Sits) And I guess it was sweet sym- 
pathy on your part to let me fumigate myself. And 
now, while explanations are on, we'd like to know 
where you were after midnight last night. 

Dicx. You weren’t in your room. 

Tom. How do you know? 

Watty. Because we went there three times. 

Tom. (Effenunately) Why, Mister Warner! 
Prowling around ladies’ boudoirs at night. 

Watty. Can that! 

Dick. We mean to know where you were. 

_ Tom. (Laughs) You're evidently worried about 
it. 

Watiy. We've got good reason to be worried. 
Where were you? 

Tom. (Suavely) Upstairs. 

Watty. Upstairs. 

Dick. In somebody’s room? 

Tom. Do you think I was walking in my sleep? 

Watty. Whose room were you in? 

Tom. (Laughs and shakes finger) Ah, naughty, 
naughty ! 

Dicx. You won’t tell? 

Tom. Couldn’t think of it. 

Watiy. (To Dick) Oh, this is worse than ever. 

Dick. (Desperately to Tom) See here, this has 
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gone far enough. I guess we’d better quit this mas- 
querade. 
- WaLiy. Yes—right now. (Rises, to c.) 

Tom. (Comfortably) Oh, no. I’m just begin- 
ning to enjoy myself. You fellows started this. 
You schemed to keep me, now I’m going to stay 
till I get ready to leave. 

Watty. I'll spill the whole works to Mrs. White. 

Tom. You don’t dare. 

Watry. Don't I? (Starting up.) 

Tom. No, because you'll get the bum’s rush, and 
Winnie will become Lady Reggie tomorrow. But I 
forgive you. Give me a chance and I'll do the dirty 
work. 

Watty. You're there when it comes to dirty 
work, 

Tom. (Angrily) I’ve got a swell chance to quit, 
haven’t I? The house quarantined—no pants be- 
cause somebody copped my regular clothes. The 
place surrounded by officers of the law. And if that 
policeman—or policemen—treally do croak By 
the way, how many am I supposed to have killed 
now? 

Dick. It was about four this morning. 

Tom. It will be a mob before night. (All three 
men give a big sigh together.) I tell you there’s 
nothing like a swell old pipe when you really want a 
smoke. 


(Orchestra picks up chorus of “Lady Nicotine,” and 
Tom sings. They are all seated. Dicx lays 
down in hammock and WALLY sits up and goes 
to sleep. Mrs. WHITE enters R.U., sees Tom, 1s 
surprised, comes down c., turns to go R.; jumps 
as she sees WALLY in his make-up; tiptoes to 
R.1; beckons girls, and exit R.1.) 


Watiy. (Seeing her as she exits. Jumps up and 
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looks after her, then, runs up c.) Look! Look! 
(Dick jumps up and goes to Tom. Tom 1s looking 
at Dick and has his pipe in hand.) 

Tom. What’s the row? 

Watty. Oh—oh, Mrs. White. I bet she saw 
that pipe. (Girls laugh.) 

Dick. Here come the girls. (Crosses Rr.) Duck 
that pipe! 

Tom. Huh? (Then realizing) Oh, Lord! (Puts 
pipe on chair c. and sits on it. WALLy goes behind 
swing and stoops down to hide.) 


(WINNIE enters R.1. Mary follows. Girls enter 
after them and from behind garage.) 


WInnIE. Oh, the Princess is awake. (Crosses 
to Tom) Did you have a nice sleep, darling? 
(Mary fixes Tom’s dress.) 

Tom. (Looking pained about the pipe) Yes, 
lovely sweetheart. (Squirms in seat. Dick laughs. 
WaALty is trying to hide behind suing. Tom moves 
about on pipe.) 

Winnikz. (Fanning herself with handkerchief) 
Isn’t it warm? Don’t you find it warm, Princess? 

Tom. You don’t know how warm it is. 

WINNIE. What are you laughing at, Dick? (To 
Tom) Is he annoying you, dearest? 

Dicx. No, something else is annoying dearest. 

Tom. (Writhing) Oh, my goodness! 

Winnie. What is it, Your Highness? 

Mary. What’s the matter? 

Tom. (Faintly) I’m sitting on something. (Jumps 
up and looks at chair.) 

WINNIE. (Picks up pipe) For mercy sake! 

Mary, WINNIE and Girts. A pipe! A horrid 
pipe! 

Tom. Why, so it is. 

Winnie. And it’s hot. 
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Girts. Oh, isn’t that awful! My goodness! 
(Etc.) 

Mary. Oh, you poor darling! (Cuddling him.) 

Tom. (Feeling hip) I wonder how it got there? 

Dicx. I wonder! 

Winnie. Oh, those terrible boys! Dick White, 
did you put that pipe there? 

Dicx. (Raises hand) Not guilty! 

WINNIE. Why, it’s Wally’s. I know it by the 
crook. (WALLY sneaks about back of them and gets 
R.1.) Wally Warner! (He stops, but does not turn. 
Crosses to WaLtty) What have you got on? 

Tom. (Pretending to be shocked) You mean 
what he hasn’t got on. Oh, you naughty boy—to 
come out here without your—your what-chu-may- 
call-ems. 

Watty. Oh, shut up! 

Winnie. Wally Warner! How dare you! And 
what a dreadful smell of sulphur! 

Girts. Whew! Sulphur! 

Mary. What have they been fumigating? 

Tom. Just like the infernal regions, isn’t it? 

Winnie. (Turning away) I’m so ashamed of 
him! 

Tom. (Crossesto Watty) Forgive him, Winnie 
dear. Isn’t the young one coot? (Pinching Wat- 
ty’s cheek.) 

Winnie. (Show of jealousy; crosses to L.c.) 
You like him too—dreadfully, don’t you, Princess? 

Tom. (Back to WiNNiIE) Perhaps [I like his little 
friend more. (Kisses her.) 

Watty. Fresh! 

Tom. Fresh? Sure, my kisses are always fresh. 
(Kisses her again) Ah, little maid; Mary Ann. I 
didn’t mean to slight you. (Kisses Mary.) 

Dick. Hey! 

Watty. (Howling) I never saw anybody with 
the nerve of that bimbo. 
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Omnes. Bimbo! 

Winnig. (Stamping her foot) How dare you 
speak so disrespectfully of the darling Princess? 

Mary. The sweet Princess! (All pet Tom.) 

Watty. Banana oil! 

Dicx. Say, we don’t want to see any more of 
this kissing business. 

Winnie. (Sniffing) Well, I’ve seen enough of 
you to know that you’re no gentleman. 

Watty. (Indicating Tom) Well, I’ve seen enough 
of her to know that she’s no lady. 

Mary. She can kiss me whenever she pleases. 

GirLts and WINNIE. And me, and me, and me! 
(Etc. All coming up to be kissed. Way gives 
an angry shout and starts for Tom, steps on the 
blanket and it falls. He picks tt up and tries to hide 
garters and track pants and a loud striped sweater. 
Girls scream. Dick urges WALLY to go.) 

Dick. Beat it, will you? Beat it! 

Wa tty. Well, make that guy let Winnie alone. 

Dick. Don’t bea fool. Go on and Hart, Schaff- 
ner and Marx yourself. (Pushes him out r.1. Both 
exit.) 

Winnie. Aren’t men mean, Princess? 

Tom. Terrible creatures. I just can’t bear them. 

Mary. When are you going to show us how to 
do the Charleston ? 

Tom. Oh, after a while. Run along. I’ll show 
you later. 

Winnie. Oh, all right. Come on, girls. (They 
exit with Mary and WINNIE. ) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enters r.1) Ah, here you are. 

Sir Rectnatp. (Enters R.1) Hello, hello, hello, 
everybody. 

Tom. (Makes a high sign) Wigates, Sir Reggie, 
old fruit. (Mrs. WHITE sits on bench R.) 

Sir Recinatp, (To Tom) You're looking per- 
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fectly enchanting, dear Princess. Do you know 
you’re very attractive. 

Tom. There have been several complaints about 
it. 

Sir Recinarp. And Mr. Richard is seemingly 
jolly, don’t you know, this beautiful morning. 

Dick. Thank you, Sir Reginald. (Laughs) But 
it happens to be afternoon. 

Sir REGINALD. Eh? (As he realizes) Oh, yes, 
yes. So it is. How stupid of me. 

Mrs. WHITE. The dear baronet just crawled out. 
He’s feeling on the blink. 

Sir REGINALD. Yes, and I’m a little stiff from 
bowling. 

Tom. A little stiff from bowling? Oh, is that 
where you’re from? 

Sir Recrnatp. Bowling’s a game—not a place. 
I sprang from a long line of peers. 

Tom. (Smiling) Ive jumped off a couple of 
docks myself. Oh, you kid! (Nudges Str REcI- 
NALD. ) 

Mrs. WuitE. Oh, youkid. Isn’t that dear? 

Sir Recrnatp. But I wasn’t speaking about any 
thing at the seashore. Peer is a station in society. 
Don’t you know the King’s English? 

Tom. Certainly, and so is the Prince of Wales. 
(As he crosses to R.1) Put out your arm, old dear. 
You’re going around a corner. ‘Tooraloo, Sir Reg- 
gie. Tooraloo! (Flirts his skirts and exits R.1.) 

Sir RecinaLp. Extraordinary woman, the Prin- 
cess. 

Mrs. Wuite. She’s a nifty little wren, take it 
from me. 

Dicx. Mother! 

Mrs. Wuite. Her Highness told me that’s the 
Dutchess of Piccadilly’s favorite expression. 

Sir REGINALD. Haw, haw! 
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Mrs. Wuite. Pardon me, Sir Reginald. (Haught- 

ily. 
te RecinaLp. Nothing—er—Her Highness is 
so amusing. 

Mrs. Waite. Yes, she’s a hot sketch! 

Dick. (Crosses to Mrs. WuiTE) You mustn’t 
use slang before our guests this evening, Mother. 

Mrs. Wuite. I should worry about them. If 
they don’t like my line of chatter they can sit on a 
tack. (Going Rr.) Besides, if the quarantine isn’t 
lifted, we won’t have any guests, but if it is, there’ll 
be a swell mob. (Smiling triumphantly) Will you 
come with us? 

Sir Recinatp. (To chair) If you'll pardon me, 
T think I’ll rest here for a while. (Sits c.) 

Mrs. Wuite. The fresh air may give you some 
pep. I’m afraid I shall have to can the cook, Dick. 

Dick. Can the cook? 

Mrs. Wuitr. Yes, she crowned Joseph on the 
bean with a flatiron this morning. 

Dick. Good night! (Evits r.1.) 

Sir Recrnatp. (Marveling) On the bean with 
a flatiron. My word! 

Mary. (Enters ru.) I beg your pardon, Mrs. 
White, but there’s a lady in the drawing room wait- 
ing to see you. 

Mrs. WuitTEe. Who is she? 

Mary. (Tragically) She says she’s the Princess 
Mackeroff. 

Mrs. Wuitre. The Princess Mackeroff! My, 
my! Do you suppose it is some impostor? 

Mary. She seems very positive, ma’am. (Close 
to Str REGINALD. JOSEPH enters L.u.) Maybe she’s 
a bolshevik! (Sir REGINALD jumps up.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

Sir Rectnatp. Let me speak to her. 

Mrs. Wuirte. Oh, thank you. Mary Ann, tell 
her to come here to the garden. 
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Mary. Yes, ma’am. 

Mrs. Wuite. Tooraloo, Sir Reggie! Tooraloo! 
(Flirts her skirts in imitation of Tom and exits R.) 

Mary. (Laughs and then sees Josrpu) Toora- 
loo, Joie! Tooraloo! (Exit r.1, flirting skirt.) 

JosErH. Bolsheviki. What does she mean? 

Sir RecrnaLp. Oh, probably just some fanatic. 

JosEpH. I saw Her Highness coming out of your 
room last night. Better go a little slow in that 
quarter. 

Sir ReGinaLtp. Oh, everything was quite proper. 
The dear girl was teaching me some bally game which 
she called two-handed stud poker. 

JosrpH. Stud poker. And I suppose she won 
everything you owned. 

Sir Recinatp. Almost! 

JosEpH. (Suddenly) She didn’t get those two 
bonds, did she? One of those is mine, you know, 
and I think it would be safer in my own possession. 

Sir REGINALD. (Crosses to R.) All right, Jo, 
all right. But in your present position you would 
have little chance to cash so large a sum. 

Josepu. Then get Mrs. White to cash them now, 
as we agreed upon. | 

Sir Recinatp. Before the marriage? She wouldn’t 
do it. Besides, I may switch off and marry the 
Princess. :' 

JosEPH. But she has nothing. 

Str Recinatp. She makes a lot of money with 
her entertainments, and if she loves me (Kiss- 
ing his fingers.) 

JoserH. Aw, she wouldn’t 

Sir REGINALD. I have a divil of a way with the 
ladies, Jo. She won’t be able to resist me. (Crosses 
L.again. Girls laugh.) Here come the young ladies 
to practice for this evening. See you later. (Jo 
SEPH exits L.U., putting chair back of swing. SIR 
REGINALD exits L.1.) 
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(Spot for numbers. Toe dance. Specialiy by Tom. 
Strut and Charleston by girls. All exit.) 


Mary. (Enters t.u. SiR REGINALD enters L.1;. 


replaces chair c.) Oh, Sir Reginald, here she comes. 

Str ReeinaLp. Who? 

Mary. The young lady who pretends to be the 
Princess. 

Sir RecinaLtp. Don’t worry—l’ll attend to her. 
(Goes down in front of swing.) 

Mary. Right this way, Miss. (Crossing down 
to R.) 

Vivian. (Enters L.u. and comes down c. Slightly 
angry) Did Mrs. White say she would receive me 
here? 

Mary. She says you’re to wait here. (Looking 
at Str REGINALD significantly.) 

Str Recinatp. (To Mary) Inform Princess 
Mackeroff that when she has made her toilet I’d like 
to speak with her. 

Mary. Yes, Sir Reginald. (Bobs and exits R.1.) 

Vivian. Did I understand you to say the Prin- 
cess Mackeroff? 

Str REGINALD. ‘Yes, she is here to entertain us 
this evening. 

Vivian. She’s here? 

SiR REGINALD. Oh, yes, she came last evening. 
Charming lady—a trifle unconventional—but entirely 
charming. 

Vivian. There must be some mistake. (Down 
c.) Iam the Princess Mackeroff. 

Sir Recrnatp. Eh, what? (Laughs) Oh, I say, 
that won’t do, you know. 

Vivian. Won't it? 

Sir Recinatp. Not at all. You couldn’t possi- 
bly get away with an imposture like that. Mrs. 
White wouldn’t receive you. 
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Vivian. Oh (As if having a sudden thought) 
You didn’t let me finish. I was about to say that I 
was the Princess Mackeroff’s maid. 

Sir REGINALD. Oh, you’re Bridget. 

Vivian. Bridget? 

Sir Recinatp. I heard Her Highness say that 
was her maid’s name. 

Vivian. Yes, yes, I’m Bridget. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enters R.1) Is this the person 
who—— 

Sir REGINALD. Justa slight mistake, Mrs. White. 
This is Princess Mackeroff’s maid. 

Mrs. Wuite. Ah, you're here at last, and I can’t 
tell you how thankful Iam. For she won’t let any- 
one go near her. Keeps saying “I can manage by 
myself until Bridget gets here.” 

Vivian, Indeed? 

Mrs. WHITE. Yes, no one else would do. I'll 
see to arranging a room for you. You may wait 
here if you like. Come, Sir Reginald. I want you 
to cheer up Winnie a bit. I believe the child is 
jealous. (Takes his arm and they exit t.1.) 

Vivian. Well! So there’s another Princess 
Mackeroff here. That’s interesting. 


(Spot for number, “Tantalizing Sweetheart.” Vuv- 
IAN alone.) 


Tom. (Enter after number ru. Stops as he 
sees Vivian) Ah (Comes down.) Poor little 
squab all alone. 

Vivian. (Turns. Tom its horrified) How do 
you do? (Sweetly.) 

Tom. (Who ts now in afternoon attire) How 
do you do! (Gasps) The Princess! (Turns to go) 
Good-bye! 

Vivian. (Catches his arm) No, you don’t. I 

y know what you’ve been up to. 
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Tom. I’ve got to see somebody. (Tryimg to 
0. 
: Sore, You'll see me first. (Turns him around) 
There’s something familiar about you. 
Tom. No, there isn’t—honest. 
Vivian. How dare you pass yourself off as the 
Princess Mackeroff ? 
Tom. (Seeing she does not recognize him) A 
lark—just a little lark. 
Vivian. You'll find it a costly one! (Crosses 
oe) 
Tom. What are you going to do? 
Vivian. Denounce you to Mrs. White. 
Tom. She'll have me pinched. 
Vivian. That’s what you deserve. (Starts again.) 
Tom. Vivian! 
Vivian. What! (Turns) That voice! 
Tom. Would you send your old pal to the hoose- 
gaw? 
Vivian. Old pal? Who are you? (Tom kisses 
her.) 
Vivian, “Tom! (To c.) “Tom Uesgo! 2 Por 
Heaven’s sake. Up to your old tricks. (Laughs.) 
Tom. (Laughs) Same old tricks. 
Vivian. (Laughs) Oh, I can hardly believe it’s 
you. 
Tom. Shall I take off this wig to convince you? 
Vivian. No, I know your kiss all right. (Laughs) 
So this is why you didn’t keep your appointment 
with me last night? 
Tom. I tried to. Honest I did. 
Vivian. I disappointed Mrs. White and remained 
at the hotel and you never showed up. 
Tom. If it were possible, you know I’d have been 
there. 
Vivian. (Smiles) What time did you get in? 
(Crosses to R.c.) 
Tom. Yesterday. You see, we followed you on 


ri 
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the next boat. When I got the wireless that you'd 
meet me last night I was wild with joy, but I’d 
promised to drive the frisky Mr. Warner out here. 
The Whites are friends of his—then something hap- 


_ pened and I couldn’t get back. 


Vivian. Oh 

Tom. I was really trying to help Wally recover 
those stolen bonds I told you about. 

Vivian. You're quite sure it wasn’t the daugh- 
ter of the house you rushed out here to see? 

Tom. Winnie? Lord no! 

Vivian. And I Suppose you’ve been making love 
to every girl that’s here. 

Tom. Nary a girl, sweetheart. You just ask 
Wally and Dick. 

Vivian. Oh, I know you. 

Tom. And now that everything’s explained 
(Toward her) Kiss me! 

Vivian. But everything isn’t explained. 

Tom. All right. Sit down. I can explain any- 
thing. (Seats her in chair c. ) 

Vivian. You certainly can, young man. Go 
ahead—who is the Sir Reginald I met a moment ago? 

Tom. Good heavens. Does he know that you’re 
the Princess ? 

Vivian. (Laughs) No, I told him T was your 
maid. (Tom looks astonished. ) I wanted to per- 
sonally denounce the impostor masquerading as me, 
(Waves hand) Proceed. 

Tom. Well, Sir Reggie’s the guy I’m supposed 
to vamp and get in Dutch with mamma, 

Vivian. Well, I like that, 

Tom. I thought you would. 

Vivian. It never occurred to you that I’d be the 
chief sufferer. 

Tom. We’re going to make a clean breast of it 
the moment the hated rival gets the gate. 

Vivian, Oh 
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Tom. Now what are you going to do? 

Vivian. What do you want me to do? 

Tom. Ride with us—be the Princess’ maid until 
after the explosion. 

Vivian. (Considering. Rises) The Englishman 
is an awful cad. 

Tom. He’sa goof. Are you game? 

Vivian. (Hesitates, then laughs) Did you ever 
know me to spoil a party? 

Tom. (Joyfully) Never! (Makes move to em- 
brace her) Oh, you wonderful girl! 

Vivian. (Stopping him. Crosses to R.) Now, 
now! (Jump up and run c.) 

Tom. Don’t be hug-shy. You know you’ve got 
to marry me. 

VIVIAN. Got to? 

Tom. Sure, if only to make the other girls mad. 

Vivian. If I marry you, I wouldn’t be a Prin- 
cess any more. 

Tom. What of it? You'd lose a title and gain a 
heart of gold. 

Vivian. (Laughs) Pot of gold. 

Tom. Well, that’s all right, too. You wouldn’t 
have to go around doing the Charleston for a living. 
(Moves toward her) Come on, marry me, Vi, and 
if I prove a lemon, you can collect a wad of alimony. 

Vivian. (Laughs and shakes head) No, Tommy, 
I’m wedded to my art. 

Tom. Your art doesn’t let you put your cold feet 
on its back. 

Vivian. You'd be surprised if I took you at your 
word one of these fine days. 

Tom. Try me. 

Vivian. All right. There’s a three o’clock train 
back to town. (Looking at her wrist watch, crosses 
tov.c.) That’s just thirty minutes from now. You 
get into a suit of clothes and meet me at the station, 
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~ and we'll be married at the little church around the 
corner the minute we get in. 

Tom. Hurrah! (After a moment's thought ) 
But gee, I feel sorry to see that Sir Reggie lording 
it over these folks here, and 

Vivian. (Jealously) And Winnie. 

Tom. Yes, and that poor kid. Besides, I’d like 
to have one more go at that Englishman. Wally 
thinks he’s the one who has his bonds. 

Vivian. You've got the biggest heart I ever 
knew, Tom. Then I guess I'll still have to be your 
maid. 

Tom. Vi, what a trump you are! 

Vivian. Somebody’s coming 
your maid. 

Tom. Gosh, I’ll laugh. 

Vivian. Then go away. (Pushes him o if RTs) 

WINNIE. (Enters with Mary.u.1) Hello! You're 
the Princess’ maid, aren’t you? 

Vivian. (Jealously) Yes, are you Winnie? 

Winnie. Yes, I’m Sir Reginald’s fiancee. (Sighs. ) 

Vivian. And you're not happy about it? 

Mary. No, but her skies are getting brighter 
every minute. 


Remember I’m 


(Spot for trio. “Just Around the Corner.’’) 


WINNIE. (After number enter r.1. Tom enters 
L.I singing “Just Around the Corner” ) Oh, there 
you are, you dear sweet thing! (Runs to him and 
_ puts arms around him, Takes Tom’s hand) Come 
over here in the swing and sit by me. (She leads 
Tom to swing while Tom looks at R.1.) 

Tom. Maybe I’d better not—I’m expecting my 
maid. 

Winnie. What difference would that make? 

Tom. Oh, none, of course. 
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Winnie. I have wonderful secrets to tell you. 
(Taking his hand.) 

Tom. Oh, well, that’s different. (Crossing to L.) 
I just love to hear girls’ secrets. 

Winnie. Let’s sit down and be cozy. (Tom 
puts the parasol behind their heads) Put your arm 
around me. There—that’s it. Now I'll tell you. 
While you were sleeping in the hammock I stole a 
lock of your lovely black hair. You don’t mind? 
It will grow again. 

Tom. Well, I’m not sure. 

Winnie. Oh, yes, it will. And I made the dar- 
lingest little crouch bag to keep it in? 

Tom. Crouch bag? 

Winnie. Yes—one of those little silk things, 
where you put your most secret treasures. And I 
wear it just above my knee. Do you want to see? 

Tom. Sure! 

Winnie. Mine’s pink—all trimmed with lace. 
Ill show you. 

Tom. Not now, Winnie—not now. (Patting her 
hand briskly. ) 

Winnie. Why, no one will see, and we’re just 
two girls here allalone. (Pulls up dress and shows 
small garter bag.) See? Isn’t it cute? 

Tom. Wonderful! Marvelous! 

Winnie. That was a run in my stocking, but I 
stopped it. If you have any runs, I’ll show you 
how to stop them. 

Tom. No, I don’t think I'll have any. (Looking 
at his stocking.) 

WinnizE. (Demonstrating on Tom’s stocking) 
dase wet your finger and hold it so. What’s the mat- 
ter: 

Tom. You tickle. 


(VIVIAN enters R.U. Comes Cc.) 
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WINNIE. You've got a pretty leg. 

Tom. Yes, isn’t it different? 

Winnie. Sir Reginald said I had one. It’s im- 
pertinent for a man to say that, isn’t it? Just as if 
he had been looking at it. 

Tom. A man that looks ata girl’s leg is a brute. 
(Looks at her leg.) 

Vivian. (In great agitation ) Well, I like that! 

Tom. (Jumps up and runs C., leaving parasol) 
Vi! (Looks back at WinntE, who is fixing pillow 
on couch) I mean Bridget. (To Vivian) Vivian. 

Vivian. Oh, no, you’re not making love to any 
of the girls here. Oh, no. 

Tom. Making love? Now, Vi, you don’t under- 
stand. She was just telling me a bedtime story. 

Vivian. A bedtime story! 

Tom. Yes, and—and—illustrating it. 

Vivian. Hm! So I could see. 

Winnie. (Comes to Tom and takes his hand) 
Come, Your Highness, let’s finish our little tete-a- 
tete. 

Vivian. Yes—some tete-a-tete! 

Winnie. I didn’t tell you how much I loved her. 
(Passing Tom to her t.) 

Tom. Oh, you see, Winnie loves everyone. 

Winnie. And she loves me too. Don’t you, 
Princess? 

Vivian. Apparently! 

Winnie. Oh, she does—she’s told me so dozens 
of times with her eyes. 

Tom. (In front of swing) Going down! (Bus. 
of holding nose with finger, squatting and holding 
_ up other hand.) 

Vivian. (Crosses to ut.) Now the truth comes 
out. You’ve told her with your eyes. 

fom. Nonoy Vie at mean—Bridget. 

Winnie. (Dragging Tom back c.) Send your 
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maid away. (To Vivian) Can’t you see we want 
to be alone? 

Vivian. Yes, I can see. (Exit L.1 with head in 
air. 

jet (Looking after Vivian) This is pretty! 

Winnie. Well, the spiteful little thing! Unusual 
conduct for a maid. 

Tom. Yes, isn’t it—but some maid. 

Winnie. Oh, I don’t know. 

Tom. No, you don’t know the half of it, dearie. 

Winnie. Come. (Fixes pillows. WALLY enters 
R.U. in wide trousers and blazer. He goes across to 
back of swing, then down to R.1. Then sees Tom, 
who motions him to go away.) 

Winnie. Mother has just told me of your en- 
gagement to Wally Warner. Rather sudden, wasn’t 
it? 

Tom. (Laughs at Watty) Why, my dear, 
Wally fell in love with me at first sight. (Sits L. im 
swing) Couldn’t rest until I said yes. He was en- 
gaged to you at one time, wasn’t he? 

Winnie. (Sighs) Yes. The poor fickle thing, 

Tom. And you loved him? 

Winnie. Once. But that’s all over now. I give 
him to you. And you're the only one in the world 
I would. 

Tom. You were surprised? 

Winnie. Oh, yes. I didn’t think I could lose 
him so easily. Of course, I loved him—even if he 
had a funny face, but I didn’t think a wonderful 
creature like you could. (Watty finds brick. Can’t 
get it up at first, then starts to throw it, then puts it 
down.) Kiss me again, won’t you, Princess? There 
is something so consoling about your kisses. You 
are so gentle and loving and tender. 

Tom. Yes, darling. (Kisses her.) 

Watty. (Coming down c.) Say, cut that! 

Winnie. Wally! (Jumping up and crossing to 
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c.) Wally, how dare you! Please forgive him, 
rincess. 

Watty. Don’t you kiss him—er—that again. 

Winntz. Oh, how can you be so rude! And to 
her of all people. You see he is not himself. Jeal- 
ous of even me. i 

Tom. Disgraceful. Let’s act like he wasn’t with 
us. Come on. (Takes WiInnte’s hand and goes 
down L.) 

Winnie. I didn’t think he could speak so to any 
woman. 

Watty. No, but if she were a man, I’d like to 
bust her in the jaw. 

WINNIE. Oh, Princess, I think he must be going 
mad. His love for you has turned his head..=(To 
Watry) Your secret has been confided” to me. 
How you fell in love with her at first sight. 

Watty. (Rolling up sleeves ) The dirty dog! 

Winnie. And now that you have won this lovely 
lady, you dare to speak so before her. Even if T 
were not condemned to marry Sir Reginald, I 
wouldn’t have you now. But she is so generous. 
Oh, I can’t bear to be the cause of a lovers’ quarrel 
between you two—my dearest friends. (Tom tists 
and pouts.) Won’t you say you’re sorry? See how 
hurt she is? Come, Wally. Kiss her and make up. 
(Trying to lead him over to Tom. ) 

Watty. Kiss her? Not by a damn sight! 

WInntz. Wally! (Up stage.) 

Watty. He—she won’t ask me to do that. 
(Crosses to c.) 

Tom. (Crosses to R. ) You'd be surprised. But 
he may kneel and kiss my hand. 

Watry. Your foot T will! 

Tom. All right, my foot, then. (Holds out foot. 
Sir REGINALD enters L.v.) 

Watty. What! 

Winnie. Wally, obey her! 
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Watiy. No! 

Winnie. Wally, if you don’t, I’ll never speak to 
youagain. (WALLY kneels and kisses Tom’s hand.) 

Str REGINALD. (Coming down L.) Right natty, 
by Jove! (WALLY rises angrily and goes RK.) But 
Miss Winnie, Mr. Warner looks so distressed. I 
think if you take him to see the orchids 

Tom. Go, little sweetheart. (Kisses her as he 
passes her to R.) 

Watty. Tl murder that guy! 

WInnieE. Come on, you fish! 

Watty. Fish! Winnie, have a heart! (WIN- 
NIE yanks him out R.1.) 

Sir Recinatp. (Holding out his arms to Tom) 
My own! (As Mrs. Wuite enters he pretends that 
he was stretching, and yawns.) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enters Lt.) Ah, Princess, I was 
just wondering if you and the Baronet weren’t here, 
having a nice little siesta in the garden. I’m sure 
you don’t mind if I join you. 

Tom. (Sits rR.) You were never so welcome. 
(Mary enters L.u. and starts to runs across to R.1.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Mary Ann! 

Mary. (Stops short, and Dick, who is running 
after her, almost catches her in his arms) Yes, 
ma’am. 

Mrs. Waite. What in the world are you running 
so for? Mary Ann, bring me my pipe. 

Mary. What? 


(Enter Watty and WINNIE L.u. They go to L., 
back of swing.) 


Mrs. Waite. My pipe! You will find it on my 
dresser. And may she bring yours also, Princess? 

Tom. Why—why—why—my pipe? Why, cer- 
tainly! (Mary looks at Dick and exits with her 
eyes and mouth open.) 


ACT II SOME GIRL 71 


Mrs. Wuite. Weare not so far behind the times 
as you may think. (Sits in swing.) 

Dicx. Why, Mother! (Behind chair c. Watty 
L. of him.) 

Mrs. Wuire. It’s all right, Richard. All the 
swell girls are hitting the dudeen in Europe. The 
Princess said so. 

Winnie. But, Mother. 

Mrs. WuitE. Winnie has never seen mother 
smoke. It is quite fashionable, my dear. (Sweetly.) 

Winnie. But, Mother—a pipe! 


(Mary enters R.U., with pipes on tray, which she 
holds away from her with upturned nose. Gives 
pipes to Tom and Mrs. WuiTtE.) 


Mrs. Wuite. Don’t be fussy, Winnie. The Prin- 
cess smokes one. Why not I? (To Tom) Ah,I , 
saw you, my dear. And such a charming song you 
sang. Won't you sing it again while we smoke? 

Tom. But if it should make you sick? (Rises and 
crosses to char c.) 

Mrs. WHITE. You go ahead and sing. I'll take 
the chance. 

Tom. Well, I really meant the tobacco. (Siis.) 

Dicx. Now see here, Mother 

Watty. (Taking hold of his arm) It'll teach her 
a lesson. 

Dicx. There’s going to be a funeral around here. 

Winnie. (Back of swing) Mother, I wouldn’t 
do that if I were you. (Sir REGINALD sits R.) 

Mrs. WHITE. (Trying to light the pipe) Now, 
Winnie, I intend to introduce this splendid innova- 
tion to our set. (WINNIE crosses and sits L. of 
Mrs. WuiteE.) 

Tom. You draw in—you don’t blow out, you 
know. 
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Mrs. Wuite. I know. I know. Isn’t it de- 
lightful? 

Tom. Of course you won’t enjoy it so much at 
first, but after a while—ah! 

Mrs. Wuits. (Making a face) Perhaps after a 
while. 

Tom. You see, the little instrument must be well 
seasoned before the aroma becomes delicious. 

Mary. Ugh! (£-its r.v.) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Making a face) Perhaps you 
have a tobacco that is slightly more—er—delicate 
than this. What is the name of yours, Princess? 

Tom. I think it’s Bull Durham. 

Watty. (Regarding her) You don’t know how 
a pipe suits you, Mrs. White. It improves the con- 
tour of your face. 

Dick. (Mrs. WuitTe coughs violently) Shut 
up! (To Watty.) 

Tom. Of course you mustn’t weaken. 

Mrs. Waite. Of course not. It wouldn’t be the 
thing to weaken. Oh! (Putting her hand to stom- 
ach.) 

Dick. Nix, nix! She’s got enough! 

Sir Recinap. I'll never forget the first time I 
smoked a pipe. [Everything went round and round! 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, l agree with you. Round and 
round! 

Tom. And perhaps I shouldn’t tell you, but it 
has become the fad to cross one’s May I speak 
plainly, Mrs. White? 

Mrs. WuHiTE. Go right ahead—I shan’t remem- 
ber it! 

Tom. No, you wouldn’t. 

Sir Recinatp. Mrs. White, it’s making you ill. 
(WINNIE rises.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, no. I’m perfectly all right. 
Oh, what were you saying, Princess? 

Tom. Well, the proper position that accompanies 
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the pipe is to cross the limbs so. (Crosses his legs.) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Makes effort to cross legs) Yes, 
I noticed you when you were (Tom rises.) 

Dick. Mother! 

WInnteE. Oh, Mother! 

Mrs. Wuite. I wish you'd stop jumping about 
so, Winnie. 

Winnie. Why, I’m not moving, Mother. 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, you are—oh! (Tries to rise) 
Oh—h—h ! 

Dicx. (Taking her arm) Oh, you rummies! 

Sir Recinatp. You had better go into the house, 
Mrs. White. (Rises.) 

Winntg. Yes, yes. (Exit v.1.) 

Mrs. Waite. Anywhere. I don’t eare. 

Watty. Yes, trip the light fantastic toward the 
veranda. 

Dick. Shut up, you fat head, and help me. (On 
her R. WaAtLy takes her v. arm.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Thanks! (Turning to Tom) It 
was a wonderful experience! 

Tom. Yes, I thought it would give you a thrill. 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, I’m not sick. 

Dick.» Oh, no! 

Watty. Be brave, Mrs. White. It’s the style, 
you know. (Dick kicks Watty behind Mrs. Wuite. 
WALLY looks back at Tom as if Tom did it.) 

Mrs. Wuite. Guess I’d better take your arm, 
Wally. 

Watty. Think you'd better. 

Mrs. WuitE. Thank you so much, boys. (Look- 
ing at Watty) All five of you. (They exit v.1.) 

Str Recinatp. My word! 

Tom. -Ah, hum! (Sighs, crosses to r. and sits.) 

Sir Recinatp. You sigh, dear Princess. I hope 
you are not grieving over Prince Valdemere! 

Tom. Prince Valdemere! 

Sir RecinaLtp. Yes—your husband! 
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Tom. Oh, yes, my husband. Oh, you will ex- 
cuse me, but every time I speak of my husband 
(Getting handkerchief) Oh, it was so sad. 

Str REGINALD. He was killed, I believe. 

Tom. Hewas? Oh, yes, he was. 

Sir REGINALD. You know, I’ve never heard the 
particulars. 

Tom. You did not know? 

Sir REGINALD. Scarcely anything at all of his 
death. Won’t you tell me? 

Tom. You have not heard the particulars—not 
heard Oh, that makes it easy. 

Str Rectnatp. I would appreciate anything you 
could tell me if it is not too painful. (Sits on arm 
of bench.) « 

Tom. Well, he was—that is, he died, you know. 
Now you’re quite sure you haven’t heard? 

Str REGINALD. Quite sure—please! 

Tom. Well, he was so fond of me that he—— 
Oh, I can’t tell you. (Cries.) 

Str REGINALD. I see, he shot himself. 

Tom. Yes, he went up in an aeroplane, and he 
never came down—that is, for a long time. And 
when we found him he was in—I mean by the side 
of—or I should say under—that is, you see 

Sir REGINALD. Yes, yes. 

Tom. He was quite a ways from—er 
isn’t it? 

Sirk RecInatp. Yes, quite. You say he 

Tom. (Rising and crossing to c.) Yes, right 
there. Think of it. Right there! 

Str Recinatp. By George! (Rising.) 

Tom. No, by himself. George wasn’t anywhere 
near. Now you’re sure you’ve never heard ? 

Str REGINALD. No, and I’m so anxious. 

Tom. Yes, of course. 

; Sir REGINALD. I understood he was killed at the 
ront. 
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Tom. Yes,—shot in the back. (Cries) Oh, don’t 
make me tell you any more—I can’t bear it. 
Sir Recrnatp. There, there, poor lamb! (Em- 


_ braces him) Rest on me! 


Tom. (Jumping away) Oh, but this is not fair 
to Winnie. 

Str Recinatp. Oh, by Jove, Winnie is not cap- 
able of appreciating a love like mine. She is only 
a child, a mere girl, while you—you are—well, 
something else. 

Tom. Yes, you’re quite right. 

Str ReGiInatp. Shall I tell you what you are? 

Tom. Not if you want to keep your health. 
(Sits c.) I mean in your present position it would 
be embarrassing. 

Sir REGINALD. You area divinity. Won’t you— 
won't you ? (Kneeling down for a kiss.) 

Tom. Sir Reginald, control yourself. (Rises and 
goes.) Think of Winnie. 

Str REcINALD. Oh, forget Winnie. It is you I 
want. 

Tom. But you are to be married tomorrow. 

Str REGINALD. It cannot be—it shall not be! 
(Going R.) 

Tom. You really mean it is me you want? 

Sir Recrnarp. It is! It is! 

Tom. Sir Reggie, I’m afraid you'll be cheating 
yourself. 

Sir Recinatp. No,'no. Marry me, dear Prin- 
cess. Marry me! 

Tom. But I’m engaged to Wally Warner. He'll 
be heart-broken. 

Str Recinatp. Nonsense. He is in love with 
Winnie. We will arrange a double wedding. 

Tom. But Mrs. White would never consent to 
lose a title for her daughter. 

Str REGINALD. Then we'll say nothing about it 
till the last moment—— 
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Tom. I see—simply change places. Winnie and I. 

Sir Recginatp. Ah! (Elaboraie gesture to em- 
brace Tom.) 

Tom. (Getting away and wiping neck where SIR 
REGINALD had breathed) Oh, my! What was that? 

Sir REGINALD. It was a sigh of relief, my sweet. 
A sigh! 

Tom. To you it was a sigh. To me it was a 
draft. 

Str Recinatp. And we'll build a love nest-—— 

Tom. In a ducky little bungalow. 

Sir Recinatp. And we'll have children. 

Tom. Oh, Sir Reggie, will that be necessary ? 

Sir Recere. It will be our joy! 

Tom. Well, all right! You have the first one. 
(Pause) And J’ll have the second. 

Str ReGinatp. (Scratching his head in perplex- 
ity) Why, how can I have the first one? 

Tom. You can have it as easily as I can. 

Sir Recinatp. My word, but you are deliciously 
original ! 

Dicx. (Enters, followed by Watty, L.1) Sir 
Reginald, mother is looking for you. 

Sir Recinatp. Thank you, old top. (Crosses 
and pats Dick on shoulder) Will you excuse me? 
(Bows to Tom and exits 1.1.) 

Dick. What’s he up to now? 

Tom. Can you beat that stiff? (Crosses to 
Watty) Cheer up, little one. Good news—a 
double wedding. The Baronet and Winnie, you and 
me. 

Watty. What! Me married to you! You’re 
crazy. When the minister asked me if I’d—ha, ha 
—I’d burst out laughing. 

Dick. Yes, then what? 

Tom. You should have seen him when he pro- 
posed to me. (Bashful bus. and then he gives 
WALLY a push.) 
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Watty. Oh, you sweet thing! (Returns the slap 
on Tom’s chest. Tom grabs his skirts and chases’ 
WALLY around to c.) ian 
Dick. Hey, you fellows better watch your step 
or some one will come in and it will be good-bye, 
Winnie, the bonds, your plans, and everything. (L.c.) | 
Watty. (z.c.) It’s a great plan for me. 
Tom. (c.) Wait till you hear. Before the 
preacher gets as far as the “Will you—I will” part, 
we swap partners. 
Watty. You mean I get Winnie? 
Tom. Yes, and try to pound this into your loft— 
you get Winnie, and if I haven’t located your bonds 
by the time the nuptials are finished—well, Sir Reg- 
gie will find a pretty little can of T.N.T. prepared 
for him on his bridal night. 
WaLty. But something’s sure to happen and 
ruin it. 
Tom. Not if you do as I say. 
Watty. I’ve made all the love to you I’m goin’ 


II 


to. 
Tom. Oh, say not so, sweetheart. (Gives WALLY 
a slap on back.) 

Watty. Say, cut that out! (Pushes Tom. Dick 
is leaning over to tie his shoe. Tom goes agaist 
him and Dicx nearly falls. Tom picks up his skirts 
again and runs up c., with Dick after him. The 
boys catch him, holding his skirts up in wrestling.) 

Mary. (Enters L.1; screams) Oh! (Crosses to 
Tom) Why, aren’t you boys ashamed to treat the 
Princess like that? I’m going to tell Mrs. White. 
(She puts her arms around Tom.) 

Tom. I never saw such horrid men. 

Dick. Is that so? 

Mary. You go away this minute—both of you. 

Dicx. All right. All right. (Crosses to L.1) 
Come, Wally. Tve got a quart of Heggie in my 
tennis locker. 
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Watty. Lead me to it—lead me to it! (They 
start after him.) ; 

Tom. (Starts after them) Wait a minute. I’m 
Scotch! (Crosses to L.c.) 

Mary. (Seizing Tom’s arm) Why, Princess, 
you wouldn’t drink with those horrid boys? 

Tom. (Hastily) No, no. Of course not! 

Watty and Dick. Ah, haw, haw! (E-it L.1.) 

Mary. (Looking after them) Those boys are 
always up to mischief when they get together. I’m 
going to spoil their last little scheme for them. 

Tom. What scheme? : 

Mary. Don’t know exactly, but it concerns a 
white suit that I found in your room just after you 
arrived. 

Tom. Oh, did you take a suit out of my room? 
What did you do with it? 

Mary. I took it to the officer on the corner. It 
won't take them long to find out where the man is 
that killed those five policemen. 

Tom. Damn! (Mary turns.) —er—I mean, 
that’s good. (Mary exits L.1.) Oh, Lord! (Viv- 
IAN enters L.U. and crosses indignantly to R.1.) Vi, 
where are you going? 

Vivian. To the three o’clock train. It’s very 
easy to see who you're in love with here. Oh, I was 
never so humiliated in my life. (Starts r.) 

Tom. But Vi, you’ve got it all wrong. 

Vivian. Oh, have I? I heard you plotting about 
the wedding, and how you are going to swap part- 
ners. 

Tom. Why, yes, that’s the plan, but not 

Vivian. I knew it. Stay, then, and marry your 
Winnie. I’m going to the three o’clock train. 

Tom. Vi, wait! I can explain! 

Vivian. Yes, you can explain anything. 

Tom. But you’re wrong! 

Vivian. Then prove it. You have twenty min- 
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utes to get your clothes and meet me at the station. 
(Exits R.1.) 

Tom. But Vi! Oh, good Scoot! My clothes! 
The Princess howls for clothes. My kingdom for a 
suit of clothes. (Hunting about and looks in gar- 
age) Here’s luck. There’s Wally’s suit. Now I 
can make that train. (Exit in garage.) 

WINNIE. (Enters .u.) But I don’t want you to 
tell me. 

Sir REGINALD. (Following WINNIE on) This 
time I am sure it is something you will want to 
hear. 

Winnie. Not if it is anything about your land 
of milk and honey or your perfumed lights. 

Sir REGINALD. You are in love with Mr. War- 
ner—confess now. 

Winnie. Id like to, but mother would be very 
angry. (Enter JoSEPH L.U.) 

Sir REGINALD. We won't tell her. 

Winnie. What do you want, Jo? 

JosrerH. Mr. Wally sent me to get the clothes 
that he has been fumigating in the garage. (Putting 
his hand on the garage door.) 

Winnie. Never mind now. Come for them 
later. 

JosepH. But he’s afraid something will happen 
to them. It’s his best suit, and he’s very anxious 
about it. 

Winnie. Then lock the door and come for it 
later. 

JosepH. Yes, ma’am. (He locks door with pad- 
lock and exits R.1.) 

Winnie. Now tell me what you were going to 
say, Sir Reginald. (Crosses to c.; sits with back to 
audience.) 

Sir Recinatp. It is a plan to give you your 
heart’s desire. (Above chair c.) 

Winnie. Wally! 


80 SOME GIRL “ACT II 


Str REGINALD. Yes—a double wedding is pro- 
posed, I believe. 

Winnie. Yes, I know. 

Sir Recinatp. At the last moment we change 
partners. I will take the charming Princess, and 
you: 

Winnie. Yes, I get Wally. Go on. 

Sir REGINALD. Your mother will not be aware of 
it until it’s too late to remedy matters. 

Winnigz. Oh, how thrilling! (To L.) I could 
almost love you for it. 

Sir Recinatp. But you must keep it a profound 
secret until the very moment. 

Winniz. Oh, I will. Does Wally know? (Go- 
ing toward L.1.) 

Sir REGINALD. Yes, and your brother Richard. 
(They converse. ) 

Winnie. How perfectly wonderful! Would you 
mind if I told Mary Ann? (Exit with Sir Reci- 
NALD. JOSEPH enters R.L. and goes to garage door.) 

Mrs. Wuite. (Enters L.v., crossing to down R.) 
Joseph, find Richard and tell him to come to me in 
the library at once. 

JosEpH. Yes, ma'am. (Starts away to up L. a 
little. ) 

Vivian. (Enters r.v., coming L.c., followed by 
PoticeMaN) I want to go. I want to go on that 
three o’clock train. 

PoLticEMAN McCtosxy. Nobody can leave here. 
This place is quarantined. 

Vivian. I-don’t care. I want to go. 

Pottceman. Nothing doing, lady. (Sees some- 
one L.1) Here, Dugan, Dugan, here! (Exits hur- 
riedly L.1.) 

Vivian. Oh, I think you’re perfectly horrid! 

Mary. (Running on from L.v., going Rc.) Mrs. 
White! Mrs. White! The police are here to search 
the place. 
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Mrs. Wuite. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

PoticeMAN McCiosxy. (Running on from Lv. 
with warrant and bundle of clothes. Comes c.) I've 
got the warrant and these clothes prove that the 
man is here. 

Mrs. WHITE. Who? 

PoticeMAN. The man who killed those six police- 
men. 

Omnes. Six! 


(Crash in garage. All scream. Girls enter. Watiy 
enters R.U. and DIcK L.v.) 


PoticEMAN. Thunder, what was that? Who's 
got the key to this place? 

Josrru. I’ve got it. (They go to garage door, 
open it and go in.) 

Omnes. What’s the matter? What’s the matter? 
What’s happened? 


(NoTE: If Musical Finale ts used, it starts here. If 
not, climax is used as follows.) 


Watiy. What’s the trouble? 

JosEpH. (Enters with PoLticEMAN and Tom) 
We've got him! Here he is! MHere’s the man! 
(They drag Tom to c., JOSEPH on L.) 

Watty. Look at! Look at! He’s grabbed my 
best suit. Well, I guess not! (Dick, and Watty 
strip Tom’s suit. McCiosxy takes off Tom’s hat.) 

McCrosxy. He’s a her! It’s a woman! (All 
scream and say, “The Princess!’ McCuosxy falls 
back on floor in faint.) 

Tom. My God! I’ve killed another policeman! 
(Chorus: “Oh, What a Girl.”) 


CURTAIN 


LYRICS FOR MUSICAL FINALE OF ACT II 
CHORUS 


What’s the matter? What’s the matter? What has 
happened now? 
All this chatter, all this chatter! Tell us what’s the 
row. 
Stop this frightful roar. Let us have no more. 
This is awful, it’s unlawful, open up the door. 
(JoserH gets the door unlocked and exit with Po- 
LICEMAN R.B.) 
PoLIicEMAN and JosEPH. (Outside) We have 
got him! 
ENSEMBLE, 
They have got him, they have got him, bring him 
to the front. 
(PoLicEMAN and JosEPH enter with Tom between 
them.) 
Hold him tightly, treat him rightly, end this fearful 
stunt, 
Dick. (Up on chair c., laughingly) He’s an “also 
ran.” 
CHorRUus. 
Hold him if you can. (PoLIcEMAN, JosEPH and 
Tom. ) 
WaLty. (Enters R.u. and comes down L.c.) 
What’s the trouble? What’s the trouble? 
CHORUS. 
They have caught the man. 
WALLY. 
Well, if that ain’t cute. He’s grabbed my best suit. 
82 
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Dicx. (Laughing and comes down off chair L.c. 
Right of Watry) 
That’s a hot one. 
_ WALLY. 
- Thought he’d cop one. You prepare to faint. 
DIcK. 
Thought he’d got one. A tip top one. 
(Dick and Watty strip Tom. of suit.) 
Yes, and now he ain’t. 
(All scream and shout, “The Princess!’’) 
PoticEMAN. (Music stops and he speaks) She’s 
a him. He’s a her. (Falls—nr.c.) 
CHORUS. 
_ It’s a woman. 
(Crash and discord in orchestra as PoLicEMAN falls 


R.C. ) 

Tom. (No music) My God! I’ve killed another 
policeman! 

ENSEMBLE. 
Oh, what a girl that he turned out to be, 
Oh, what a girl for the whole world to see. 
She just wears her hair in biscuit braids, 
For she needs no other aids 
To be some girl—Some Girl. 


CURTAIN 
SECOND CurTAIN: Call principals. 


Tuirp CurTAInN: Mr. Martell alone. 


ACLU iit 


Scene: Same as Act I. It is now decorated for the 
wedding. Bell c. with ribbons, etc. There tsa 
small altar erected in front of the fireplace. 


(WALLY enters L.u. He is very angry and walks up 
and down Rr. Dick follows.) 


Watty. For the love of Pete! 

Dicx. (c.) Say, come back here. What’s the 
idea, jumping dinner and stalking out of the room? 

Watty. (R.) Gosh, I can’t sit there and let that 
bimbo Lesgo call me duckylums and tweety weety 
pigie, and the next time he tries to feed me olives 
with a spoon Listen, I’m going to blow the 
whole business. (Crosses to c.) 

Dick. No, you’re not. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Outside L.u.) Mr. Warner, Mr. 
Warner. Some thrill, some thrill (Enters L.u.) 

Watty. Why, is zat so? (Stupidly.) 

Mrs. Wuitr. Yes, Richard has just told me that 
this very Princess was the girl you had fallen in love 
with in Paris. 

Watity. Why—why—when’d I 

Mrs. Wuitr. Oh, but I'll keep your secret, you 
dear boy. (Pats his arm) I declare, things are go- 
ing too smoothly. I feared last night, when the 
police made such a row about the Princess and her 
maid trying to elude quarantine, that By the 
way, Wally, do you know why she was trying to 
get away? 

Watty. I don’t know. 

Dick. Oh, they were just having a little lark. 

84 
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Mrs. Wuite. If it hadn’t have been for the quar- 
antine, the alfresco would have been an immense 
success. But the wedding will be a greater triumph 
now that the Princess is participating. The papers 
should give us two columns at least. 

Tom. (Enters L.u., enraged) Indeed, I shan’t 
forgive him! Oh, I was never so insulted in my life! 
(Goes c.) 

Mrs. Wuite. My dear Princess! 

Watty. What’s happened now? 

Tom. What’s happened? (To Watty) And 
you who pretend to be my protector. I think you 
should challenge him to a duel. 

Mrs. WHITE. Who? 

Tom. Oh, that wretched Sir Reginald! (Watiy 
stands stupidly watching Tom) Don’t you think, 
Wally, he should be punished? Or don’t you think? 
(Watty shuts his mouth and walks away) Oh, I’m 
so upset ! 

Mrs. Waite. I felt there was something wrong. 

Tom. But I got even. 

Mrs. Wuite. What did he do? What did you 
do? 

Tom. What would you have done if you were a 
perfect lady and a man pinched your knee under the 
table? 

Mrs. Wuite. My! My! 

Watty. What did you do that made him bellow 
out like a bull? 

Tom. (Masculine voice) What did I do? (Femi- 
nine voice) I gave him a damned good pinch back. 
Oh, I hope you'll forgive me! I’m so upset. (Turns 
up c.) 

Nise Waite. (Following, consoling) Yes, of 
course. There, there! 


(VIVIAN enters L.U.) 
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Vivian. I beg pardon, Mrs. White, but the 
wedding bouquets have arrived. 

Mrs. Wuite. Thank you, I’ attend to them. 
Then I shall go to Winnie and help dress the bride. 
I do hope the minister gets here for the rehearsal. 
(Exit L.1.) 

Dick. (Takes Watty by arm) Come on, Wally. 
Can’t you see four’sacrowd? (They exit L.) 

Vivian. Never mind, boys. I’m going. (Starts 
R.I. ) 

Tom. (c.) No, you’re not. (Taking VIVIAN in 
arms) Gee, I thought you’d never show up, sweet- 
heart! (Kisses her before she can protest) Yum 
yum! Repeato! (Tries to kiss her again.) 

VivIAN. (R.C.; pushes him away) Fresh! 

Tom. You betcha! 

Vivian. You had better save your kisses for— 
well, for Winnie. 

Tom. Vi, you mustn’t be jealous of that,poor kid. 

Vivian. I’m not jealous, but—I wish you 
wouldn’t let those girls keep—well, keep 

Tom. Goon. Say it, Vi. You’re lovely when 
you're like that. Go on. 

Vivian. (Desperatly) Well, keep on kissing you 
the way they do, that’s all. 

Tom. If I promise, will you marry me tonight? 

Vivian. Yes. 

Tom. (Pretending to faint) Get the smelling 
salts. This is so sudden. Do you mean it? Honest? 

Vivian. I would if I thought you were on the 
square about Winnie. 

Tom. How can I prove it to you? 

Vivian. Oh, I’ve heard that before. I’ll tell you 
what Dll do, if you go through this scheme and help 
Wally to get Winnie. 

Tom. Yes? 

Vivian. Tl marry you on the spot. 

Tom. Vivian! (Embraces her) Well, you get 
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on your bridal duds, and we'll beat it the moment 
the knot is tied. (Embraces and kisses her) Vi, 
you're a puzzle. 

Vivian. All love is a puzzle, isn’t it? 

Tom. Yes, but a wonderful puzzle. 

Vivian. (Looking up at Tom) A crossword 
puzzle? 

Tom. No, there’ll be no cross words in our puzzle 
of love. 


(Spot for number, “Crossword Puzzle of Love.” 
Exit after number with Vivian. Mary running 
in L.U. laughing. Dicx follows.) 


Dick. Now don’t laugh. 

Mary. (R.c.) I can’t help it when you’re so 
funny. 

Dick. I don’t feel funny. I feel like committing 
a ory. Will you—marry me? (Suddenly 
takes her in his arms.) 

Mary. (Struggling) Oh, please, Dick! Tune 
out! 

Dick. (Holding her) No, no. I’m going to hold 
you like this until you promise to become Mrs. 
Richard White. 

Mary. Then you'll have to hold me for a long, 
long time. 

Dicx. That’s what I want. I want to hold you 
forever, Mary. (With feeling) Forever, dear. 

Mary. (Looking up at him, weakening) You're 
really awfully nice, Dickey. 

Dick. And I'll make an awfully nice husband. 

Mary. Do you really love me a whole lot? 

Dicx. Gosh, if I loved you any more I’d die of 
heart disease. (Cuddling her) Now be real sweet 
and say “yes.” 

Mary. You'll have to wait till I get Wally’s 


bonds. 
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Dicx. When’s that? Never? 
Mary. Don’t you believe it. I’m getting warmer 
every minute. I’ve found out that Jo and Sir Regi- 
nald are in league. 
Dick. No? 
Mary. It’s known at the detective bureau that 
the bonds are here, but they fear Sir Reginald may 
destroy them before they can be located if he gets 
suspicious. There, now, will you be serious and 
help me? 
Dick. Well, I guess yes. Especially if I am to 
get you in the bargain. 
Mary. And we must get the Princess to help. 
T’ll explain to her (Starts to go R.1.) 
Dick. (Catching her and bringing her back c.) 
Just a minute. I'll explain it to her 
Mary. (Puts her finger up for qumet) Sh! 
There they come Let’s hide and listen in; 
(They go behind curtaims R.c.) NI 
Sir Recinatp. (Enters, followed by JosEPH) . 
Well, what is it now? You'll tip off everything if 
you don’t stop signalling me. ' 
Josep. Someone phoned the British Consul a 
little while ago. Boss, they’re after us. 
Sir Recinatp. I don’t believe it. 
JosErH. Well, they’ve lifted the quarantine and 
I want to beat it. One of those bonds is mine and 
I want it. Come on, pass it over. I know you’ve 
got it on you. re. 
Sir Recinatp, All right. (Takes both bonds  * 
from back pocket, hands one to JosEpH and returns 
the other to pocket.) A lot of faith you have inan ~~ 
old friend. #2 
JoserH. (Putting bond in back pocket) I'll have 
more faith with my money in my own pocket, and 
if I don’t see you again before you commit matri- 
mony, you can locate me at the same old hangout. 
Sir Recinarp. All right. Wish you luck. They 
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are going to have a rehearsal of the wedding before 

the ceremony. 

_ JosepH. I know. I’m counting on the excite- 

ment to make my getaway. So long. (Exit L.v.) 
Str ReGinatp. Aure voir, old fellow. (Exit i.1.) 


(Mary and Dick come from their hiding place, look 
at each other and look after one of the men. 
Mary puts her hand to her head melodramatic- 
ally. Mary goes r.c. Dick c.) 


Mary. Pinch me, Dick, and see if I’m awake. 
(Dick pinches her.) Ough! You brute! 

Dick. What’ll we do? Call the cops? 

Mary. Mercy, no! While they’re getting one 
bond, the other will make his escape. There’s only 
one thing to do. I'll have to accept Jo’s offer. 

Dick. Offer of what? 

Mary. Marriage. 

Dick. Oh, Lord! 

Mary. That will hold him. 

Dick. That ought to. 

Mary. Oh, yes, he’s been your rival for some 


time. 


Dick. Well, the big stiff. I’d like to 
Mary. Now listen, Dick. I’ve got to get those 
bonds before either of them get away. I wonder if 
_we could persuade Mrs. White to let us mix in with 


~ the wedding rehearsal. 


Dick. You mean 

Mary. Just pretend to get married—too. She’d 
consent if the Princess asked her. 

Dicx. I think I can fix that. 

Mary. Dickey, I didn’t think you could be so 
sensible. 

Dicx. You tease! (Grabs her and turns her to 
his L. and starts to kiss her.) 

Watty. (Enters t.u.) Dick, you kissed her. 
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Mary. No, he didn’t kiss me. He muffed it. 
(Crosses R.} 


(Mrs. WHITE enters L.U. VIVIAN runs in R.C. win- 
dow, laughing, and Tom runs in after her. As 
they see Mrs. Wuite they stop suddenly. Viv- 
IAN Ee, SDOMm Cc) 


Tom. Oh, I’m so nervous. 

Mrs. Waite. Well, what in the world are you 
running for? 

Tom. A—a squirrel was chasing me. 

Mrs. Wuite. A squirrel! 

Tom. Yes—they’re crazy about nuts, you know. - 

Vivian. And my, but the Princess can run fast! 

Tom. You ought to see me run without skirts. 

Mrs. Waite. Without skirts! 

Tom. In my bathing suit. ° 

Mrs. WuitTE. Oh, in her bathing suit. 

Mary. (Crossing to c.R. of Mrs. WHITE) Please, 
ma’am, may I ask you something? 

Mrs. Wuite. Yes, but be quick about it. 

Mary. Well, me and my feller was wondering 
if you would object to us using your wedding bell— 
you know, after you folks got all done withit. We'd 
like to sneak in here and get married. 

Mrs. Wuite. I’m surprised at such a request. 
Besides, I have never approved of your intimacy 
with that butler. 

Mary. But no one would know, and I’ve always 
just died to be married under a real big bell. 

Dicx. (Crosses to Tom, aside to him) Give her 
a hand, Tom. Make mother consent. 

Tom. But your girl and the butler? 

Dick. I'll explain later. Get her to say “yes.” 

Mary. Please, ma’am. 

Mrs. Wuite. Certainly not! 

Tom. I can’t see where it would do any harm. 
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Mrs. Wuite. But suppose the reporters should 
hear of it? 

Mary. My wedding dress is really lovely, ma’am, 
and I promise not to chew gum. And I got the 
grandest pair of gloves. 

Mrs. Wuite. No, no. I couldn’t think of it. 

Dicx. (To Tom) Go ahead. You can persuade 
her. 

Tom. I was just thinking that it would be charm- 
ingly democratic of a Princess to allow the pair to 
follow directly after us and make it a triple wed- 
ding. 

Mrs. Wuite. I fear you do not realize what you 
are suggesting, Your Highness. 

Tom. Yes, I do. I think it would be just too 
cute for anything. 

Mrs. Waite. You really think so? 

Tom. Surely. It would be the berries. 

Mrs. WuitE. The berries? But servants? 

Tom. (Starting to cry) Oh, I’m so good-natured. 
I never get my way. I’ve a good mind to throw up 
the whole affair and go home. (Wailing) Bridget 
—Bridget! (Holding out his hands to Vivian. 
VIVIAN runs to him c., pacifying him. The boys 
laugh, and she waves her hand to them.) 

Mrs. WuitTe. Oh, please—we’ll see about it 
later. 

Tom. No. It must be settled now. Oh, no one 
ever treated me like this before! Oh, I’m so un- 
happy! 

Mrs. Wuite. There, there! It shall be just as 
you say. 

Tom. Thank you. (Very sweetly) I knew you 
would consent. Run along, Mary Ann, and change 
to your wedding togs. (Putting her across Rr.) You 
will rehearse with the rest of us here. Run along 
before Mrs. White changes her mind. How sweet 
you are, Mrs. White. (Makes face at Mrs. WuIte.) 
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Mrs. Waite. Oh, dear. It may plan out all 
right. And now, Wally. 

Watiy. Huh? 

Mrs.¢ Wuite. Come kiss your fiancee for the 
last time before the ceremony. (Tom puts his arms 
out to WALLY. ) 

Tom. Come, baby. 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, you’re bashful. See, I turn 
my back. (Turns and places hand over eyes. Dick 

_gives Mary a loud kiss on the cheek. Mary exits 
R.I. Watty shakes hands with Dicx.) That’s 
lovely. (Goes up L. and VIVIAN goes up c.) Now, 
boys, hurry—both of you. (Watiy and Dick 
cross to L.1.) I am trusting the Princess entirely 
to you, Bridget. Isn’t she the berries? (Exits Lu. 
Mary ANN enters R.c. and goes C.) 

Wattry. (Walking up and down) Ina wild mo- 
ment I might have consented to marry that bozo, but 
I never consented to kiss him. 

Tom. Will you kindly tell me why I’ve been pull- 
ing this temperamental stuff? 

Dicx. Mary Ann has found out where that Brit- 
ish ass has planted Wally’s bonds. 

Watty. What! Til clean him like soap never 
did. (Starts up.) 

Mary. (Catching him, turning him c.) No, no! 
That won’t do! 

Dick. You'll spoil it all. 

Vivian. (R.) But why is Mary Ann going to 
marry the butler? 

Dick. He’s in on the play with Sir Harrold 
Huckleberry and has the other bond. 

Watiy. No! 

Dick. Yes, and plans to make his getaway dur- 
ing the wedding rehearsal. 

Vivian. I see—she’s doing this to keep him here. 

Dicki~ Yes: 

Vivian. Oh, I’mso excited. (Scampers off R.1.) 


ACT IIt SOME GIRL 93 


seg So am I. (Exits in imitation of Vivian, 
R.I. 

Dicx. Mary, I’m thinking there’s a whole lot in 
your detective business, after all. i 

Watty. But if she doesn’t wind this thing up 
pretty shortly there’s going to be an awful bump in 
her plans. I heard Mrs. White say to Sir Reginald 
this morning—referring to Mary—“Who is she?” 
(Mysteriously.) 


(Spot for number. “Merely Mary Ann.’ All 
exit.) 


Watty. (Enters and sees WinntE as she enters 
/L.u.) . Winnie! 
WINNIE. (Going to him) Ym so happy. Oh, 
Wally, I’m going to marry you, after all? 
Watty. Sure. Just lay low and be ready to 
come back to your old snookylum’s arms. 
WINNIE. Oh, Wally, Wally, I’m so—so 
(3 Watty. Here, give me a kissey kiss. (Kisses 
her and gives her a small fan) And keep cool with 
this bit of junk 
Vivian. (Outside RL.) Yes, Your Highness. 
(Laughs.) 
Watty. (Running to entrance L.1) And also 
keep mum! (Exit L.1.) 
Winnie. Oh, Wally, I’m so happy. 
Vivian. (Enters r.1) Hello, Winnie. 
Winnie. Oh, Bridget, I’m so happy! I’m going 
to marry Wally, after all. But there, I promised 
not to tell. 
Vivian. And you are not interested in anyone 
else? 
Winnie. How could I be? 
Vivian. Then I’m happy too. What a pretty 
fan. 
Winnie. Yes, Wally gave it to me. 
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(Spot for number, “Lady of the Fan.” After num- 
ber Tom enters R.1 with Vivian. Mrs. WHITE 
enters L.U. with Str REGINALD. Mrs. WHITE 
carries letter.) 


Mrs. Wuite. Why, Princess, you will be late. 
It’s almost time for the minister to arrive. 

Tom. It is rather late, and my bath is not yet 
drawn. 

Mrs. Wuite. Bridget, why haven’t you attended 
to it? Goat once! 

Tom. Please see that the water is warm. 

Vivian. Warm! Jil make it hot! (Exit R.1.) 

Mrs. Wuite. I declare, she’s as bad as Mary 
Ann and the butler. Oh, servants like these will 
drive me to my grave. 

Tom. You didn’t expect to walk there, did you? 

Mrs. Wuite. And why is your maid all dolled 
up like a bride? 

Tom. I’ve just been, persuading her to be my 
principal bridesmaid. 

Mrs. WuHite. What? 

Tom. (Going to r.1) Yes, Mrs. White. And 
please don’t make any objections, because there 
really isn’t any time left for me to have another 
tantrum. I’m so upset again. (Starts R.1.) 

Mrs. Wuitre. Where are you going? 

Tom. Oh, all to pieces. (Exit R.1.) 

Mrs. Wuirte. You see, there it is again. (Turn- 
ing to Str Recinatp) And I shall have to give in 
just as I did when she demanded that Mary Ann 
and my butler be married beneath the wedding bell. 

Sir REGINALD. You mean Joseph? 

Mrs. Wuite. Mary Ann asked, and the Princess 
insisted. 

Str REGINALD. Jo and Mary Ann? 

Mrs. WuiteE. Oh, I feared your disapproval. 
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‘ Sir REGINALD. That can’t be. Let me talk to 
im. 

Mrs. Wuite. Oh, will you? You are so re- 
-sourceful. Perhaps you can put him out of the way. 
I mean get him out of the way. 

Sir Reernayp. I shall certainly try. (Exit vt. 
Dick enters L.u.) 

Dick. Mother! The minister can’t be here until 
eight o’clock. 

Mrs. Waite. Then we will rehearse without him. 
And he told me if I would postpone it until just 
before the ceremony, he would be sure—(Reads )— 
but he will positively be here for the ceremony. 

Dick. Everything else is ready. 

Mrs. Wuite. He has sent minute directions and 
says they can be easily followed. Here, Richard. 
(Handing him letter of directions) You are good 
at these things. You read them and tell the others 
just what to do. 

Dicx. It says all the brides will form and enter 
from the right. 

Mrs. Waite. That’s just as it should be. (Pull- 
ing chair back to r.u.) His Reverence will stand 
there. (Indicating c.) 

Dick. (Mounting the altar center) Mr. Wal- 
lace Warner seems to be the first to present himself 
for the slaughter. No, no—I mean before this 
altar. Come on, Wally, present yourself to the 
Princess Vivian Van Valkenburg Mackeroff. (Wat- 
Ly enters,L.1.; has white gloves on.) Look out, 
Wally. Don’t swallow your palate. You’re all right. 

Watty. I am all right now. But wait till it 
comes to the real wedding. Something will happen 
sure. (Exit L.c.) 


(Music. Tom enters r.c. WALLY enters L.c. They 
come down, mect c. and go up Cc.) 


Tom. Come on, Wally! 


~ 


96 SOME GIRL ACT III 


(WALLY swings to Tom’s R. VIvIAN and two girls 
carry Tom’s train, lay it c. and go up L. of altar.) 


Dicx. Now, Sir Reginald Wilhelm Lightfoot 
meets and offers his arm to his fiancee—Winifred 
Gwendoline White. (Music. WINNIE enters R.C. 
and Sir REGINALD L.c. and go up R. of altar. WALLY 
gives StR REGINALD a severe look. Two girls carry 
train ) Now I suppose Mary Ann and Jo would 
come next. I’ll make a note for the minister. (Does 
So. 

ae Wuite. Yes, it’s too bad we must have 
them. 


(Music. Mary ANN enters R. in grotesque wed- 
ding attire, large white gloves and small bou- 
quet. Four girls follow and stay R. JOSEPH 
enters timidly.) 


Dicx. Oh, boy! Oh, boy! Get that! Mary Ann, 
I thought you promised not to chew gum? 

JosEpH. (L.c.) Say, when did you make up 
your mind, kid? 

Mary. (c.) Oh,never mind. Comeon. (Takes 
him up Lt.) He’s temperamental! (Girls retire L. 
and RK. of altar.) 

Mrs. WuiTE. Oh, this is intolerable. (Coming 
down R.c.) It must be stopped! 

Tom. What must be stopped? 

Mrs. WHITE. Oh, this ridiculous couple mixed 
in with the ceremony. 

Tom. Why, I think it delightful—so unique. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Coming c.) But my beautiful 
wedding—my lovely 

Tom. Oh, be yourself 
Can’t you help me, darling? 

Sir Recrnarp. (Rr. of Tom) My dear Mrs. 
White, if you will allow things to go along as they 


(To Sir REGINALD) 
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are—they will eventually right themselves. (WALLY 
slips over to WINNIE’S R.) 

Tom. Oh, thank you, my dear. 

Watty. Aw, come on, let’s go. 

Dick. Now it says everybody should face the 
minister. Ally up! (All turn faces up stage.) I 
guess I’ll begin at this end. It says that the groom 
—what’s your name, Jo? 

JoserH. Joseph Grabber. 

Dick. Come again. . 

JosErH. (Shouts) Joseph Grabber! 

Dick. All right, Grabber Jo, and say solemnly 
after me, “I, Joseph Grabber, take this woman to 
be my lawful wedded wife.” 

JosErpH. Awful, wedded wife. 

Dick. Lawful, you bonehead! Not awful. 

JosErpH. Lawful wedded wife. 

Dick. “To love, honor and cherish as long as we 
both shall live.” (Tom gets bond from JosEPH’s 
back pocket and puts it in the back of his dress.) 

JosePH. Shall live. 

Mary. (Shouts) I will! 

Dick. Wait a minute. This is one little affair in 
which the ladies follow the men. 

Watty. Aw, come on! Step on it! Step on it! 

Dicx. Now I ask you—is that a nice thing to say 
to a minister? Now, Sir Reginald Wilhelm Light- 
foot—I take this woman to be my lawful wedded 
wife. 

Sir REGINALD. I take this woman to be my lawful 
wedded wife. (Tom gets bond from his back pocket 
and puts tt in the back of his dress.) 

Dick. To love, honor and cherish as long as we 
both do live. 

Sir REGINALD. As long as we both do live. 

Dicx. Now, Wallace Algernon Warner. 

Watty. Here! I mean (Rattles off very 
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4 


fast) Oh, I take this woman to be my lawful wed- 
ded wife, to love, honor and cherish as long: 

Mrs. WHITE. (Coming down R.c.) Wait—wait! 
You're all wrong. Wrong! x 

Watty. (Turning front) That’s what the others 
said. 

Dick. That’s exactly the way it is here. (Others 
turn front.) 

Mrs. Wuite. No, no. I mean their positions. 
Look at them. How did you get that way? 

Tom. Which way? 

Mrs. WuitE. Why should Sir Reginald be stand- 
ing by you? 

Tom. Oh, I had a particular reason for that. 

Dick. This is just a rehearsal. 

Mrs. WuitTe. But my daughter is not marrying 
Mr. Warner. 

Tom. Maybe she’s going to. 

Mrs. Wuite. Sir Reginald, what does this mean? 

Str REGINALD. It means that we have changed 
our minds. 

Tom. And also our partners. 

Mrs. Wuirte. But I'll not permit 

Tom. Oh, yes, you will, Mrs. White, when you 
learn the truth. Yow’ll have to. 

Mrs. Wuite. You cannot dictate to me whom 
my daughter shall marry. 

Tom. Well, somebody should do a little dictating. 
If you possessed the slightest spark of mother love, 
you would have found her heart and won her confi- 
dence, and not be trying to marry her to an empty 
title. 

1g Waite. But she is in love with Sir Regi- 
nald. 

Tom. (Looking at WINNIE, who is in WALLY’s 
arms) Yes, it looks like it. 

Mrs. Waite. How dare you come into my house 
and disrupt my plans? 
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Tom. Because I don’t want this man to marry 
Winnie. 

Mrs. Waite. Your Highness! 

Tom. Neither do you, Mrs. White. You wouldn’t 
have your daughter marry a thief. 

Mrs. Waite. A thief? 

Omngs. A thief! Sir Reginald a thief? Why, 
Princess! (Etc.) 

Tom. (JosEPH starts away. DicK stops him) 
Just a moment, Jo. The rest of my story will inter- 
est you as well as your friend here—the other little 
dealer in stocks and blonds—I mean bonds. 

Mrs. WuitE. (Angrily) Explain! 

Tom. Two negotiable bonds were stolen from a 
safe—they belonged to Wally Warner. (JoserH and 
Sir REGINALD slap their back pockets.) No, they’re 
not there. (Mary pulls the snaps from her dress 
and it falls down, making a pretty wedding dress. 
She also changes her veil to the right way. Girls 
help her and give her a bouquet.) Mary Alden here 
really discovered them. I merely picked them out 
of their back pockets a moment ago. (Gives bonds 
to Mary, who gives them to WALLy.) 

Watty. Hurrah! I got my bonds back. (Shows 
them to WINNIE.) 

Winnie. You did do it, after all. 

Mrs. Wuite. Sir Reginald, why don’t you say 
something? Why don’t you deny it? 

Sir REGINALD. It’s just a little plot against me, 
Mrs. White. 

Mrs. Wuite. There, I knew it. You're all 
against the dear Baronet. 

Omnes. Oh! 

Tom. Suppose I told you he wasn’t a baronet— 
that he’s an impostor? 

Mrs. WuitTe. An impostor? 

Tom. I phoned this morning and got the facts 
from the British Consul. There’s no Sir Reginald 
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Lightfoot. The Baronetcy is defunct—the last of 
the title died a year ago. You didn’t know that, did 
you, Sir Reggie Lightfinger? 

Mrs. WuitE. Sir Reginald? (Appealing.) 

Sir REGINALD. That’s a part of the plot. It’s 
easy enough to say she telephoned. 

Mrs. Wuite. That’s true. 

Tom. (Seeing that Str REGINALD ts looking for 
escape) Watch him, Wally. 

Watty. He hasn’t got a chinaman’s chance. (By 
JOSEPH. ) 

Str Recrnatp. And now I'll explode my bomb. 
It is not I who am the impostor, but this woman. 
(Pointing to Tom.) 

Mary. The Princess an impostor! 

Mrs. Wuite. What do you mean? 

Sir Recinatp. She is not the Princess Macker- 
off. Ask her to deny it. 

Mrs. Wuite. Princess, is it true? 

Tom. Yes, it’s true. I’m not the Princess Mac- 
keroff. 

Omwnes. Not the Princess! (Etc.) 

Sir Recinatp. (Laughs) That settles it, I 
fancy. 

Mrs. WHITE. Then who are you? 

Sir Recrnatp. I'll tell you who she is. She’s an 
adventuress, a woman of the halfworld. 

OmneEs. Oh, isn’t that terrible! Isn’t it awful! 
(Etc.) 

Tom. (Squeals) Oh, my goodness! He says 
I’m not decent. (Bending head over bouquet.) 

Sir Recinatp. (Encouraged) And I'll tell you 
something else—something I should have told you 
before. This woman is well known abroad as a dan- 
cer in cheap cabarets. I have seen her perform 
several times in questionable resorts—when I was 
slumming in London. (As he plays his game louder 
and more forcibly, Tom begins to wail and rock him- 
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self from side to side as if crying. Dramatically, 
Sir REGINALD pointing to him) “In fact, it was there 
I first met her and we had a bottle of wine together. 

Mrs. Wuite. Why, Sir Reginald, and you let 
her remain under my roof? 

Sir ReGinatp. (Suddenly) 1 didn’t want to 
cause a scandal, Mrs. White. Besides, I’ve been 
expecting the real Princess Mackeroff to appear and 
denounce her. 

Mrs. WuitE. (To Tom) Oh, this is frightful! 

Dick. Watch him. He’s only sparring for time. 

Mrs. Wuite. (To Tom) You will leave this 
house immediately, madame! 

Tom. Very well, Mrs. White. (Tom shows that 
he has been laughing.) But from what Sir Reginald 
has said, you'll at least give me the credit of being 
a woman. 

Mrs. Wuite. A certain kind of woman. 

Tom. Well, a female, then? 

Mrs. Wuite. Assuredly! . 

Tom. And if I didn’t happen to be, he’d be the 
biggest liar on earth, wouldn’t he? (Girls lift veil 
from Tom’s head.) 

Mrs. WuitTe. What are you talking about? 

Tom. (Takes off wig and hands it to Str Rect- 
NALD) Here, keep this as a memento! (General 
consternation.) 

Mrs. WuitTe. A man! 

Girts. A man! A man! The Princess a man! 
(Squealing) Oh, goodness me! 

Mary. And he kissed me! 

Winnie. And he kissed me, too. 

Grrts. And me! (Efc.) 

Watty. My friend, Tom Lesgo. 


(Enter PottcEman McC tosky.) 


Tom. And now if you'll wait till I get into my 
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soup and fish, I’ll come back and we'll have a real 
triple wedding. (Exit L.1.) 

Winnie. What do you think of your precious 

Sir Reginald now, Mother? 

Mrs. Wuite. I don’t know what to think. 

Dick. Well, I know. ( To Str REGINALD) Beat 
it! : 

Sir Recinatp. (Appealing to Mrs. WHITE) 
Mrs. White, I appeakae you. 

Dick. Beat it, both of you, or Ill have you 
pinched. . 

Poriceman. And I'll do the pinching. (Comes 
between them.) 

Watty. (As Sir REGINALD and JosEPH get to 
the door L.u.) ’Ome, Joimes! 

Sir RecInALp. (Stops and comes to salute, serv- 
ant fashion) Yes, me lud! (Realizes and dashes 
off L.u., also JosepH, the PoLIicEMAN after them.) 

Watiy. (L.c. Laughs) I think he’s a lightfoot- 
man. (To Mrs. Wuite) And now, Mrs. White, 
since you’ve caused Winnie a lot of tears, isn’t it 
time to make her happy? 

Mrs. WuiteE. How? 

Watty. By letting her marry me. (WINNIE 
goes to us L.) 

Mrs. Wuite. I'll do nothing of the sort. 

Watiy. All right, all that has happened here 
will get full publicity and you'll be the laughing 
stock of the country. 

Mrs. Wuite. (Wilting) They’ll laugh anyway. 
There’s no Baronet, and there’s no Princess for the 
wedding. 

Vivian. Oh, yes, there is, Mrs. White. I’m the 
Princess Mackeroff. 

OmnEs. Bridget! Bridget, a Princess! You! 

Mary. I knew it! 

Vivian. (Down c. with Tom’s veil on her head 


pe 
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and has his bouquet) And I’m going to marry Tom 
Lesgo. 

Mrs. Wuirte. But the third couple—Mary Ann— 

Dick. (Bringing her down) Is Mary Alden, 
Mother. Speak up for yourself, Mary. (Goes up 
to c.) 

pes Wuite. Mary—not Banker Alden’s daugh- 
ter: 

Mary. Yes, Mrs. White, you remember you 
wrote to Daddy about me marrying Richard? 

Mrs. Wuite. I’m dreaming! 

Mary. You see, I made a bet with Daddy that 
I’d win my first case if he’d let me try. 

Dick. And the Reverend Merrywell has just ar- 
rived. 


(Music, “Oh, What a Girl.’ There is general con- 
fusion, all trying to get places. The girls and 
VIVIAN hurry off R. window. Mrs. WHITE out 
L.u. Mary ANN and Dick out L.1. WALLY 
and WINNIE out L.1. Then VIVIAN comes in 
R. window looking for Tom. Girls follow.) 


Vivian. But where’s Tom? Where are you, 
Tom, Tom? Tommee! 


(Tom enters in dress suit L. window.) 
Tom. (Comes c.) Here I am, Vi! (Tom and 
Vivian siand under bell. Girls pull ribbons in circle 


around them. Mary and Dick enter L.1, WINNIE 
and WALLY enter R.1.) 


(Finale: “Oh, What a Girl.” ) 
CURTAIN 


COSTUME PLOT (FOR STOCK) 


Tom: 
Act I: All white boy’s suit. Gray dress, “Oh, 
What a Girl.” White and red, “Melody of 
Love.” 
Act II: Pink negligee (opening). All white 
jazz costume. Tan afternoon dress. 
Act III: Black and brilliants. Green and bril- 
liants. All white wedding dress. (Kindly ar- 
range so that colors will not clash.) 
WINNIE: 
Act I: Evening dress. 
Act II: Afternoon dress. 
Act III: All white wedding dress. Adding veil 
later. 
CHorRUs: 
Act I: Evening dresses. 
Act II: Afternoon frocks. 
Act III: All bridesmaids. 
Mary ANN: 
Acts I and II: Maid’s dress, apron and cap. 
Act III: Open in maid’s dress, changing to all 
white wedding dress. Wear your veil hind part 
before and throw the top back. Change it in the 
last of the act. Large pair of men’s working 
gloves. 
VIVIAN: 
Act II: Pretty traveling outfit. 
Act IIT: Light colored maid’s dress, apron and 
cap (fancy). Changing very quick to all-white 
dress. Use Tom’s veil later. 
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Mrs. WuHiItTeE: 
Act I: Evening dress. 
Act II: Neat afternoon attire. 
Act III: Dressed for the wedding (evening). 
Sir REGINALD: 
Act I: Tux. 
Act II: Neat afternoon attire. 
Act III: Full dress. White gloves. 
WALLY: 
Same as Sir Reginald, except he wears track 
pants and loud short-sleeved sweater under 
sheet, and towel about his head. He wears his 
shoes and socks and garters. (First of Act II.) 
JOSEPH: 
Butler’s outfit. Pocket in back coat tail. 
Dick: 
Same as Wally. He can wear sport in Act II. 
OFFICER: 
Either traffic cop or policeman’s uniform. 


Time: Early summer. 


SCENE PLOT AND PROPS. 
AGT EL 


Handsome interior. Fireplace c. Dressed with 
lamps or candles. Fiowers, ornaments, etc. 
French windows each side of mantel. Curtained in 

bright colors. 
Arch with small platform L.c., curtained. 
Door L.1. 
Door or arch R.L., curtained. 
Settee about R.c. with three pillows. 
Large chair in front of fireplace. 
End table at side, dressed with books. 
Floor lamp above this chair. 
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Small desk between door and arch L., dressed with 
lamp, books, papers, etc. Flowers in vase. 
Pedestals and chairs in corners, with flowers, statu- 

ary. 

Several pictures on wall to warm set. 

Screen in front of fire grate. 

A rail across back, like a balcony, draped with roses 
and vines. 

Small chair in front of desk and one on balcony. 

The scene is made to look bright and pleasing, over- 
looking a garden or plain blue horizon. 

Duster for Mary Ann on table or desk L. 

Marriage certificate for Dick. 

Each girl must be provided with some kind of a 
present, a pocketbook, opera cape, fan, kimono, 
scarf, etc. 

Bundle of clothes. 

Telegram on tray. 


ACT rt 


Garden drop or wood drop. 

Garden wall. Low, with climbing roses. 

Garage with double doors (R.2.) 

Some tires near inside of door. 

Two posts and end of garden wall seen L.2. 

Long baskets of flowers on posts. 

Hammock swing with canopy (L.c.) 

Small garden chair c. 

Smoking stand L. of chair. 

Rustic bench r. against corner of garage. 

Holyhocks and flowers near wall up c. 

Two Pe filled with tobacco on tray for Mary Ann 
off R. 

Fancy garter for Winnie. 

Brick near wall c. 

Matches. Pair of scissors. Lock of hair for Win- 
me. 
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Cigarettes for Sir Reginald and Wally. 

White sheet or blanket for Wally. Large turkish 
towel for Wally. 

Pillows in chair c. and on swing. 

Crash in garage. 


Lights full up all through except when numbers 
call for dimming. 
Spot on Tom all the way through. 


AGE lil 


Scene is the same as Act I. 

The chair in front of fireplace is moved to R.c. and 
the settee is removed entirely. 

Crossword puzzle book. 

Small dictionary for Vivian. 

Two leadpencils. 

Letter for Mrs. White. 

Two bridal bouquets for Winnie and Mary Ann. 

Small stick with lily on end for Mary Ann’s bouquet. 

Two bonds for Sir Reginald. 

A small altar is placed in front of fireplace. 

A platform of six inches is under it. 

A large white wedding bell hung c. 

Eight ribbons from it for girls to hold on Curtain. 

These are draped back to mantel during act. 

The room is decorated with white flowers and vines. 

Pair of workingman’s white gloves for Mary Ann. 


(Ten Cent Store.) 


POLLYANNA 
*tThe glad play,’’ in 3 acts. By Catherine Chisholm 
Cushing. Based on the novel by Eleanor H. Porter. 5 
males, 6 females. 2 interiors. Costumes, modern. Plays 
2% hours. 


The story has to do with the experiences of an orphan girl 
who is thrust, unwelcome, into the home of a maiden aunt. In 
spite of the tribulations that beset her life she manages to find 
something to be glad about, and brings light into sunless lives. 
Finally, Pollyanna straightens out the love affairs of her elders, 
and last, but not least, finds happiness for herself in the heart 
of Jimmy. ‘‘Pollyanna’’ is a glad play and one which is bound 
to give one s better appreciation of people and the world. It 
reflects the humor, tenderness and humanity that gave the story 
euch wonderful popularity among young and old. 

Produced at the Hudson Theatre, New York, and for two sear 
eons on tour, by George OC. Tyler, with Helen Hayes in the part 
of ‘‘Pollyanna.’’ (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents, 


THE CHARM SCHOOL 


‘A comedy in 3 aets. By Alice Duer Miller and Robert 
Milton. 6 males, 10 females (may be played by 5 males 
and 8 females). Any number of school girls may be used 
in the ensembles. Scenes, 2 interiors. Modern costumes, 
Plays 2% hours, 


The story of ‘‘The Charm School’’ is familiar to Mrs. Miller’s 
readers. It relates the adventures of a handsome young auto- 
mobile salesman, scarcely out of his ’teens, who, upon inheriting 
® girls’ boarding-school from a maiden aunt, insists on running it 
himself, according to his own ideas, chief of which is, by the 
way, that the dominant feature in the education of the young 
girls of to-day should be CHARM. The situations that arise are 
teeming with humor—clean, wholesome humor. In the end the 
young man gives up the school, and promises to wait until the 
most precocious of his pupils reaches a marriageable age. The 
play has the freshness of youth, the inspiration of an extravagant 
but novel idea, the charm of originality, and the promise of whole- 
some, sanely amusing, pleasant entertainment. We strongly rece 
ommend it for high school production. It was first produced at 
the Bijou Theatre, New York, then toured the country. Two 
companies are now playing it in England. (Royalty, twenty-five 
dollars. ) Price, 75 Cents, 
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'- ON THE HIRING LINE 


Comedy in 3 acts, by Harvey O’Higgins and Harriet 
Ford. 5 males, 4 females. Interior throughout. Costumes, 
modern. Plays 2% hours. 


Sherman Fessenden, unable to induce servants to remain for 
@ny reasonable length of time at his home, hits upon the novel 
expedient of engaging detectives to serve as domestics. 

His second wife, an actress, weary of the country and longing 
for Broadway, has succeeded in discouraging every other cook and 
butler against remaining long at the house, believing that by so 
doing she will win her hushand to her theory that country life 
3s dead. So she is deeply disappointed when she finds she cannot 
discourage the new servants. 

The sleuths, believing they had been called to report on the 
actions of those living with the Fessendens, proceeded to warn 
Mr. Fessenden that his wife has been receiving love-notes from 
Steve Mark, an actor friend, and that his daughter has been 
planning to elope with a thief. 

One sleuth causes an uproar in the house, making a mess of 
the situations he has witnessed. Mr. Fessenden, however, has 
learned a lesson and is quite willing to leave the servant problem 


to his wife thereafter. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) 
Price, 75 Oents, 


A FULL HOUSE 


‘A farcical comedy in 3 acts. By Fred Jackson. 7 males, 
7 females. One interior scene. Modern costumes. Time, 


3% hours. 


Imagine a reckless and wealthy youth who writes ardent 
love letters to a designing chorus girl, an attorney brother- 
in-law who steals the letters and then gets his hand-bag mixed 
up with the grip of a burglar who has just stolen a valuable 
necklace from the mother of the indiscreet youth, and the 
efforts of the crook to recover his plunder, as incidents in 
the story of a play in which the swiftness of the action 
never halts for an instant. Not only are the situations scream- 
ingly funny but the lines themselves hold a fund of humor at 
pill times. This newest and cleverest of all farces was written 
by Fred Jackson, the well-known short-story writer, and is 
backed up by the prestige of an impressive New York success 
and the promise of unlimited fun presented in the most attrac- 
five form. A cleaner, cleverer farce has not been seen for many 
along day. ‘‘A Full House’’ is a house full of laughs. (Royalty, 
twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents, 
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KICK IN 


Play in 4 acts. By Willard Mack. 7 males, 5 females. 
Q interiors. Modern costumes. Plays 2% hours. 


“Kick In’’? is the latest of the very few available mystery 
plays. Like ‘‘Within the Law,’’ ‘‘Seven Keys to Baldpate,’* 
‘“The Thirteenth Chair,’’ and ‘‘In the Next Room,’’ it is one 
of those thrillers which are accurately described as ‘‘not having 
a dull moment in it from beginning to end.’’ It is a play with 
all the ingredients of popularity, not at all difficult to set or to 
act; the plot carries it along, and the situations are built with 
that skill and knowledge of the theatre for which Willard Mack 
is known. An ideal mystery melodrama, for high schools and 
celleges. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents. 


TILLY OF BLOOMSBURY 


(‘‘Happy-Go-Lucky.’’) A comedy in 3 acts. By Ian 
Hay. 9 males, 7 females. 2 interior scenes. Modern 
dress. Plays a full evening. 


Into an aristocratic family comes Tilly, lovable and youthful, 
with ideas and manners which greatly upset the circle. Tilly 
is so frankly honest that she makes no secret of her tre- 
mendous affection for the young son of the family; this brings her 
into many difficulties. But her troubles have a joyous end in 
charmingly blended scenes of sentiment and humor. This eomedy 
presents an opportunity for fine acting, handsome stage settings, 
and beautiful eostuming. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) 

Price, 75 Cents, 


BILLY 


Farce-eomedy in 3 acts. By George Cameron. 10 males, 
5 females. (A few minor male parts can be doubled, mak- 
ing the cast 7 males, 5 females.) 1 exterior. Costumes, 
modern, Plays 2% hours. 


The action of the play takes place on the S. §. ‘‘Florida,’® 
bound for Havana. The story has to do with the disappearance of 
a set of false teeth, which creates endless complications among 
passengers and crew, and furnishes two and a quarter hours of 
the heartiest laughter. One of the funniest comedies produced in 
the last dozen years on the American stage is ‘‘Billy’' (some- 
times called ‘‘Billy’s Tombstones’’), in which the late Sidney 
Drew achieved a hit in New York and later toured the country 
several times, (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Oents. 
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TWEEDLES 


Comedy in 3 acts, by Booth Tarkington and Harry Leon 
Wilson. 5 males, 4 females. 1 interior. Costumes, modern. 
Plays 2% hours. 


Julian, scion of the blue-blooded Castleburys, falls in love with 
Winsora Tweedle, daughter of the oldest family in a Maine village. 
The Tweedles esteem the name because it has been rooted in 
the community for 200 years, and they look down on ‘‘summer 
people’’ with the vigor that only ‘‘summer boarder’’ communities 
know. 

The Castleburys are aghast at the possibility of a match, and 
call on the Tweedles to urge how impossible such an alliance would 
be. Mr. Castlebury laboriously explains the barrier of social 
caste, and the elder Tweedle takes it that these unimportant 
summer folk are terrified at the social eminence of the Tweedles. 

Tweedle generously agrees to co-operate with the Castleburys 
to prevent the match. But Winsora brings her father to realize 
that in reality the Castleburys look upon them as inferiors. The 
old man is infuriated, and threatens vengeance, but is checkmated 
when Julian unearths a number of family skeletons and argues 
that father isn’t a Tweedle, since the blood has been so diluted 
that little remains. Also, Winsora takes the matter into her own 
hands and outfaces the old man. So the youngsters go forth 
triumphant. ‘‘Tweedles’’ is Booth Tarkington at his best. 
(Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Oents, 


JUST SUPPOSE 


A whimsical comedy in 3 acts, by A. E. Thomas, author 
of ‘‘Her Husband’s Wife,’’ ‘‘Come Out of the Kitchen,’ 
ete. 6 males, 2 females. 1 interior, 1 exterior. Costumes, 
modern. Plays 2% hours. 


It was rumored that during his last visit the Prince of Wales 
appeared for a brief spell under an assumed name somewhere in 
Virginia. It is on this story that A. B. Thomas based ‘‘Just 
’Suppose.’’ The theme is handled in an original manner. Linda 
Lee Stafford meets one George Shipley (in reality is the Prince 
of Wales). It is a case of love at first sight, but, alas, princes 
cannot select their mates and thereby hangs a tale which Mr. 
Thomas has woven with infinite charm. The atmosphere cf the 
South with its chivalry dominates the story, touching in its 
sentiment and lightened here and there with delightful comedy. 
**Just Suppose’’ scored a big hit at the Henry Miller Theatre, 
Wew York, with Patricia Collinge. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) 

Price, 75 Cents. 
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DADDY LONG-LEGS 


A eharming comedy in 4 acts. By Jean Webster. Thé 
full east calls for 6 males, 7 females and 6 orphans, but 
the play, by the easy doubling of some of the characters, 
may be played by 4 males, 4 females and 3 orphans. 
The orphans appear only in the first act and may be played 
by small girls of any age. Four easy interior scenes. 
Costumes modern. Plays 214 hours, 


Many readers of current fiction will recall Jean Webster’s 
“*Daddy Long-Legs.’’ Miss Webster dramatized her story and it 
was presented at the Gaiety Theatre in New York, under Henry 
Miller’s direction, with Ruth Chatterton in the principal réle. 
“‘Daddy Long-Legs’’ tells the story of Judy, a pretty little 
drudge in a bleak New England orphanage. One day, a visiting 
trustee becomes interested in Judy and decides to give her @ 
ehance. She does not know the mame of her benefactor, but 
Simply calls him Daddy Long-Legs, and writes him letters brim- 
ming over with fun and affection. From the Foundling’s Home 
she goes to.a fashionable college for girls and there develops the 
Fomanece that constitutes much of the play’s charm. The New 
York Times reviewer, on tho morning after the Broadway pros 
duction, wrote the following: ‘‘If you will take your pencil and 
write down, one below the other, the words delightful, charming, 
sweet, beautiful and entertaining, and then draw a line and add® 
them up, the answer will be ‘Daddy Long-Legs.’ To that result 
you might even add brilliant, pathetic and humorous, but the 
answer even then would be just what it was before—the play 
which Miss Jean Webster has made from her book, ‘Daddy Long- 
Legs,’ and which was presented at the Gaiety last night. To 
attempt to describe the simplicity and beauty of ‘Daddy Long- 
Legs’ would be like attempting to describe the first breath of 
Spring after an exceedingly tiresome and hard Winter.’’ ‘‘Daddy 
Long-Legs’’ enjoyed a two-years’ run in New York, and was then 
toured for over three years. 1% is now publisned in play form for 
the first time. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents, 


THE FAMOUS MRS. FAIR 


A comedy in 4 acts. By James Forbes. 3 males, 10 
females. 2 interiors. Modern costumes. Plays a full 
evening. 


An absorbing play of modern American family life. ‘‘The 
Famous Mrs. Fair’’ is concerned with a strenuous lady who 
returns from overseas to lecture, and consequently neglects her 
daughter, who is just saved in time from disaster. Acted with 
great success by Blanche Bates and Henry Miller. (Royalty, 
twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents. 
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